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DEERBROOK 



CHAPTER I. 

LONG WALES. 

The unhappy are disposed to emplo3nnent : all active occu- 
pations are wearisome and disgusting in prospect, at a time 
when everything, life itself, is foil of weariness and disgust. 
Yet the unhappy must be employed, or they will go mad. 
Comparatively blessed are they, if they are set in families, . 
where claims and duties abound, and cannot be escaped. In 
the pressure of business there is present safety and ultimate 
relief. Harder is the lot of those who have few necessary oc- 
cupations, enforced by other claims than their own harmless- 
ness and profitableness. Reading often fails. Now and 
then it may beguile ; but much oftener the attention is lan- 
guid, the thoughts wander, and associations with the subject 
o£ grief are awakened. Women who find that reading will 
not do, will obtain no relief from sewing. Sewing is pleasant 
enough in moderation to those whose minds are at ease the 
while : but it ^ an employment which is trying to the nerves 
when long continued, at the best ; and nothing can be worse 
for the harassed, and for those who want to escape from 
themselves. Writing is bad. The pen hangs idly suspended 
over the paper, or the sad thoughts that are alive within write 
themselves down. The safest and best of all occupations for 
such sufierers as are fit for it, is intercourse with young chil- 
dren. An infant might beguile Satan and his peers the day 
after they were couched on the lake of fire, if the love of chil- 
dren chanced to linger amidst the ruins of their angelic nature. 
Next to this comes honest, genuine acquaintanceship among 
the poor; not mere charity-visiting, grounded oii ^ws^-'CkS^^Na. 
aad blanketSf hut intercourse of mind, mtia. tc^ Tsv^atoM^Ns^K^- 
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est between the parties. Gardening is excellent, because it 
unites bodily exertion widi a sufficient engagement of the fa- 
cultieSy while sweet compassionate Nature is administerilfg 
cure in every sprojuting leaf and stented blossom, and beckon- 
ing sleep to draw nigh, and be ready to follow up her benig- 
nant work. Walking is good, — ^not stepping from shop to 
shop, or from neighbour to neighbour ; but stretching out far 
into the country, to the freshest fields, and the highest ridgies, 
and the quietest lanes. However sullen the imagination may 
have been among its griefs at home, here it cheers up and 
smiles. However listless the limbs may have been when sus- 
taining a too heavy heart, here they are braced, and the lag- 
ging gait becomes buoyant again. However perverse the 
memory may have been in presenting all that was agonizing, 

. and insisting only on what cannot be retrieved, here it is first 
disregarded, and then it sleeps ; and the sleep of the memory 
is the day in Paradise to the unhappy. The mere breathing 
of the cool wind in the face in the commonest highway, is rest 
and comfort which must be felt at such times tobe believed. It is 
disbelieved in the shortest intervals between its seasons of enjoy- 
ment i and every time the sufferer has resolution to go forth to 
meet it, it penetrates to the very heart in glad surprise. The 
fields are better still ; for there is the lark to fill up the hours 
"mill mirthful music ; or, at worst, the robin and the flocks of 
fieldfares, to show that the hardest day has its life and hilarity. 
But the calmest region is the upland, where human life is 
?pread out beneath the bodily eye, where the'mind roves from 
the peasant's nest to the spiry town, from the school-house^to 
the church.yard, from the diminished team to the patch of 
fallow, or the fisherman's boat in the cove, to the viaduct that 
spans the valley, or the fleet that glides ghost-like on the hori. 
zon. This is the perch where the spirit plumes its ruffled and 
spreading wings, and makes ready to let itself down any wind 
that Heaven may send. 

No doubt Margaret found the benefit of exercise, and the 
solitary enjoyment of the country ; for, during the last few 
weeks walking seemed to have become a passion with her. Hes- 
ter was almost out of patience about it, when for a moment she 
lost sight of what she well knew must be the cause of this 
strong new interest. Every doubtful morning, Margaret was 
at the window exploring fiie clouds. Every fine day she 
laid her watch on the table before her, impatiently waiting the 
approach of the hour when her brother was to come in for 
liester, and when she might set out by herself, not to return 

ti//dwner^time. She became renowned m "Deeibtook for tho 
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length of her excursions. The grocer had met her far out in 
one direction, when returning from making his purchases at 
the market^town. The hutcher h&d seen her in the distant 
fields, when he paid a visit to his grazier in the pcustures. 
Dr. Levitt hsid walked his horse beside her in the lane which 
formed the limit of the longer of his two common rides ; and 
many a neighbour or patient of Mr. Hope's had been sur- 
prised at her declining a cast in a taxed cart or gig, when 
there was only a long stretch of plain road before her, and 
the lanes and fields were too miry to enable her to seek 
any variety in them, in her way home. 

These were^ in fact, Margaret's times of refreshing,— of 
practical worship. These were the times when she saw 
what at other moments she only repeated to herself, — ^that all 
things are right, and that our personal trials derive their bitter, 
ness from our ignorance and spiritual inexperience. At these 
'times she could not only pity all who suffered, but congratu- 
late 'all who enjoyed, and could afford feelings of disinterested 
regard to Philip, and of . complacency to Mi$s Bruce. She 
remembered that Missf Bruce was unconscious of having in- 
jured her, — was possibly unaware even of her existence ; and 
then she enjoyed the luxury of blessing her rival, and of long- 
ing for an opportunity to serve her secretly and silently, as 
the happy girl's innocence of all wrong towards her deserved. 

Margaret's desire for a long solitary walk was as strong as 
ever, the day afler she had visited Maria* No opportunity 
had occurred of speaking to her brother without alarming 
Hester : and she had almost determined merely to refer him 
to Maria, instead of telling the story herself. She should not 
see him again till dinner. He was gone into the country; 
the day was gloomy and cold, and Hester was not disposed to 
leave the fireside : so Margaret issued forth, with thick shoes, 
umbrella and muff,-~guarded against everything that might 
occur overhead and under foot. She had generally found 
hope, or at least comfort, abroad ; to-day, when she ought to 
have been nhch happier, she found anxiety and fear. The 
thought, the very words, woyfd incessantly recur, \ *If he is 
not engaged to Miss Bruce, it does not follow . . .' Then 
she seriously grieved for her brother, and the troubles which 
she feared awaited him, and then she reproached herself 
with not grieving enough, — not having attention enough to 
spare frwn her own concerns. While she was walking along 
on the dry causeway, looking straight before her, but thinking 
of far other things than the high road, she was startled b^ the 
stroke of a bojrae% foot against a stone c\oaQ \si^\M3t «v^^, wcA^ 

A* 
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voice speaking almost in her ear. It was only Edward* He 
was going a couple of miles forward, and he brought his 
horse beside the raised causeway, so that they could converse 
as if walking together. 

" There is nobody to overhear us, I think," said Margaret, 
looking around. " I have been wanting, since yesterday eve- 
ning, to speak to you alone, — about something very disagreea- 
ble, which I would not disturb Hester with. You, of course, 
can do as you please about telling her." 

She related to him the whole story of Mrs. Rowland's im- 
putations and proceedings, — her reports of the hysterics and 
their origin, the body-snatching, and the cause and mode of 
Mrs. Enderby's removal. Margaret had always considered 
her brother as a man of uncommon nerve ; and her surprise 
was therefore great at seeing him change colour as he did. 

<* We shall agree," said she, " that the worst of all this is, 
that there is some truth at the bottom of part of it." 

* O Heavens !* thought Hope; * is it possible that Mrs. Grey 
can have told the share she had in my marriage V It was 
but a momentary fear. Margaret went on. 

" I have never hoped, — I never hoped at Birmingham, and 
much less here, — that Hester could escape the observation of 
her neighbours, — that her occasional agitation of spirits should 
not excite remark and speculation. As we are not quite 
whole and sound in our domestic peace,, — (I must speak plain- 
ly, brother, at such a time as this,) I should think it would 
be better to take no notice of that set of imputations. I trust 
we shall live them down." 

" You gave me great comfort in a few words once," said 
Hope. "Do you remember saying. * When the time> for 
acting comes, see how she will act !' You know her^ well, 
and you judge her rightly : and you will, perhaps, be the less 
sorry to hear that the time seems coming when we may all 
have to act, — I scarcely see how, — ^but against adversity." 

" She will come out nobly then. I fear nothing for her but too 
much prosperity," 

" There is no fear of that, I assure you," said Hope, smil- 
ing sommewhat sadly. 

** You find the effect of this woman's slanders." 

** My situation ha«, from one cause or more, totally chang- 
ed since you first knew me. It would break Hesteic's heart to 
hear what I am subjected to in the discharge of my daily 
business. I tell her a trifle, now and then, to prepare her for. 
what may happen ; but she and you do not know a tenth part 
of what 18 lanicted upon «ie. " 



DSBBBROOK. 7 

*' And what may happen?" 

** I cannot see the extent of it myself: but I am losing my 
practice every day.— No, not through any failure ; not through 
any of the accidents which will happen in all medical practice. 
There are reports of such abroad, I believe ; but nothing is 
commoner than those reports. The truth is, no patient of 
mine has died, or failed to do well, for an unusually long space 
of time. The discontent with nae is from other causes." 

" From Mrs. Rowland's tongue, I doubt not, more than 
from your politics." 

" The ignorance of the people about us is the great evil. 
Without this, neither Mrs. Rpwland, nor any one else, could 
persuade them that I rob the church-yard, and vaccinate child- 
ren to get patients, and draw good teeth to sell again." 

" O, monstrous!" said Margaret, who yet could not help 
laughing. " You never draw teeth, do you ?" 

" Sometimes ; but not when I can get people to go to the 
dentist at Blickley. Mrs. Grey used to boast to you of my 
popularity ; but I neyer liked it much. I had to be perpetu- 
ally on the watch to avoid confidences ; and you see how fast 
the stream is at present running the contrary way. lean hardly 
get on my horse now, without being insulted at my own door." 

** Must you submit to all this"?" 

" By no means. I have called two or three men to account, 
and shaken my whip over one or two more, — with excellent 
efiect. If there were none but bullies among my enemies, J 
could easily deal with them*" 

** But cannot we go away, and settle somewhere else ?" 

** O no ! Wherever I might go, it would soon be understood 
that I had been obliged to leave Deerbrook, from being detect, 
edin body-snatching and the like. I owe it to myself to stay. 
We must remain, and live down all imputations whatever, if 



we can." 



" And if we cannot ?" 

** Then we shall see what to do when the time comes." 

**And having managed the bullies, how do you propose to 
manage Mrs. Rowland? What do you think of speaking to 
Mr. Orey?" 

** I shall not do that. The GreyB have no concern with it"; 
.but they will think they have. Then there will be a partisan 
warfare, with me for the pretext, and the two families have had 
quite warfare enough for a life-time already. No, I shall not 
bring the Greys into it. I am sorry enough for Mr. Row- 
land, for I am sure he has no partin all thia^ I abaM ^ V^ 
Wm to-day. I should confroni the \ady ^X ouc«,^xA<:^\«t 
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to account, but that Miss Young must be considered. The 
more courageous and disinterested she is, the more care we 
must take of her." 

" Perhaps she is at this moment telling Mr. Rowland what 
we talked about last night. How very painful! — ^Do you 
know she thinks,— (it is right to tell the whole for other 
people's sake,) — she thinks that what Mrs. Rowland says is 
not to be trusted, in any case where she feels enmity. Maria 
even doubts whether Mr. Enderby has treated you and his 
other friends so very negligentlj^ — whether he js engaged to 
Miss Bruce, after all." 

Mr. Hope was so much engaged about One of his stirrups 
while Margaret said this, that he could not observe where and 
how she was looking. 

" Very likely," replied Hope, at length. " Hester has 
• thought -all along that this was possiWa We shall know the 
truth from Enderby himself, one of these daysv by act or word. 
Meantime, I, for one, shall wait to his own story." ' 

There was another pause, at the end of which Mr.- Hope 
clapped spurs to his horse, and said hp must be riding on. 
Margaret called him^back for a moment, to ask what he wished 
her to do about informing Hester of the state of affairs. Mr. 
Hope was disposed to tell her the whole, if possible ; but not 
till he should ha,ve come to some issue wijh ; Mr. Rowland. 
He hated mysteries, — -any concealhients io fartiilies ; and it 
iJiras due both to Hester and to himself that there should be no 
concealment of important affairs from her. The onjy cautions 
to be observed were» to save her from suspense, to avoid the 
appearance of a formal telling of bad news, atid to choose an 
opportunity when she might have time, before seeing any of 
the Rowlands, to consider the principles which should regu- 
late her conduct to them, that> she might do herself honour by 
the consistency and temper gf which she was capable under 
any circumstances, when she was only allowed tinie. 

This was settled, and he rode, off with almost his usual gaiety 
of air. 

He saw Mr. Rowland before night. The next day bat 
one, a travelling carriage from Blickley was seen standing at 
Mr. Rolwand's door; and before the clock struck nine, it 
was loaded with trunks and bandboxes, and crowded \|rith 
people. As it drove down the village street, merry little 
faces appeared at each carriage window. Mr. lowland was 
on the box. He wcusi going to take his family to Cheltenham 
for the spring months. Miss Rowland was rather delicate, 
Bnd Deerbrook was cold in march. Mrs, Ekiderby was left 
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behind ; but there was PhcBbe to take care of her ; and Mr* 
Rowland was to return as soon as he had settled his family. 
It seemed rather a pit» to be sure, that the old lady had been 
moved out of her own house just before she was to be left 
alone in her new residence ; but between Mr. Rowland and 
her maid, she would be taken good care of; and the family 
would return when the warm weather set in. 



i 



CHAPTER II. 

I)ISClX>SnB£$. 

The whole village seemed relieved by the departure of 
the Rowlands.' Mrs. Grey, who had always been refused ad- 
mission to her old friend on one pretence or anotl^r, was 
\oyf\i\ly welcomed by Phcebe, and was plunged into all the 
Jeligh|3 of neighbourly chat before the clock struck twelve, on 
the very first morning. Fanny and Mary Grey voluntarily 
offered to go to Miss Young, now that they were her only pu- 

ils, to save her the trouble of the walk to the school-room. 

his was a great relief to Maria, and her little parlour held 
the three very nicely ; and when the girls had sufficiently ad- 
mired the screen over again, — ^their father's profile, the 
planets, and the Dargle, they settled quite as well as at home. 
There was still a corner left for cousin Margaret, when she 
chose to come with her German books, or her work, and her 
useful remarks on what they were doings No immediate con- 
sequences had happened to Maria from her.plain dealing with 
Mr. Rowland ; and she was quite ready to enjoy the three 
months of freedom, without looking too anxiously towards the 
end of them. The very gardener at the Rowlands seemed to be- 
stir himself with unusual alacrity to put the garden into spring 
trim ; and. the cook and housemaid might be seen over the 
hedge, walking arm-in-arm on the gravel-walks, smelling at 
the mezereon, and admiring Miss Anna's border of yellow 
crocuses, as the gardener said, as much as if they had been 
fine plants out of a conservatory. The birds themselves 
seemed to begin their twittering in the trees, and the cows 
their lowing in the meadow, from the hour that Mrs. Rowland 
went away. In other words, there were many whom that 
event left free and at ease to observe the Uai:mo\»a'a olTJSj5o«<i» 
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who we»e usually compelled to observe only the lady, and the 
discords of her household. 

It was only the second day after the departure of the family 
that Margaret took her seat in the ofiered comer of Maria's 
parlour. She laid down her book, and took up her work, 
when the question arose, which has probably interested all in- 
telligent school-girls for many a yeai'i — What made ^o many 
Athenians, — so many, that there must have been some wise 
and good men among them, — treat such a person as Socrates 
in the way they did ? Margaret was quite occupied in admir- 
ing the sort of Socratic method with which Maria drew out 
from the minds of her pupils some of the difficult philosophy 
of Opinion, ai\d the liberality with which she allowed for the 
distress of heathen moralists at having the sanctioil of Custom 
broken up. Margaret was thus quite occupied with the de- 
light of seeing a great subject skilfully let down into young 
minds, and the others were no less busy with the subject 
itself, when Mary started, and said it made her jump to see 
Sydney bring Fairy close up to the window. Fanny impe- 
riously bade her mind what she was about, and let Sydney 
alone; but yet, in a minute or two, Fanny's own eyes were 
detected wandering into the yard where Sydney still remained, 
" He is getting Fairy shod," she said in a soliloquizing tone. 
Every one laughed, — the idea of shoeing a fairy was so ridi. 
culous ! — and some witticisms, about Bottom the weaver, and 
his ass's head, Were sported. It was evident that Socrates 
had no more chance this day, and Maria changed the sub- 
ject. 

" Sydney looks very much as if he wanted to ^come in," 
observed Mary. 

Sydney did particularly wish to come in ; but he saw that 
cousin Margaret was there ; and he had felt an unconquerable 
awe of cousin Margaret ever since the day of his conveying 
her over the ice. So he stood irresolutely watching, as nail 
after nail was driven into Fairy's hoof, casting. glcLnces every 
minute at the window. 

" Shall I see what he wants ?" asked Margaret, perceiving 
that lessons would not go on till Sydney had got out what he 
wished to say. " May I open the window for a moment, Ma- 
ria, to speak to him ?" 

" What do you think ?" cried Sydney, taking instant advan- 
tage of the movement, and carrying off his awkwardness by 
whipping the window-sill while he spoke. " What do you 
think ? Mr. Enderby is come by the coach this morning. I 
saw him myself; and you might have met our Ben carrying 
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his portmanteau hoioe from where he was put down, half an 
hour ago. . We'll have rare sport if he stays as long as he did 
last summer. I dp heiieve," he continued, leaning into the 
room, and spesddng with a touch of his mothei^'s mystery, 
" he would have come long since, if Mrs. Rowland had not 
been here. I wish she had taken herself off two months ago, 
and then I might have had a run with the harriers with him, 
as he promised I should." 

'^Now you have said just a little too much, Sydney; so 
you may go," said Maria. " Shuti.down the window, will 
your V / 

It was well for Margaret that there was the recess of 
the window to lean in. There she stood, riot speaking a word. 
It was not in nature for Maria to refrain from pasting a glance 
at her,^ — which glance grew into a look of intelligence. 

" Ydu do not quite wink as mama does," observed Fanny ; 
*' but I know very well what you mean. Miss Young." 

" So people always jfancy when they observe upon nothing, 
OP upon what they know nothipg about,JFanny. But I thought 
you were convinced, some time ago, that you should not watch 
peOple^s countenances^ to find out what they are thinking, any 
more than ^ . . .*' 

**I should read a letter they are writing," interrupted 
Fanny. V Well, I beg your pardon. Miss Young ; but J really 
thought I saw you looking at cousinr Margaret's face. How- 
ever, I dare say everybody suf^qses the same, — that Mr. En- 
derby would not have been here now if Mrs. Rowland had 
not gone away. You need not mind Mary and me, Miss 
Young; you know we hear all about Mrs. Rowland at home." 

" I know that you are apt to fan^y that you understand all 
about Mrs. Rowland, 'my dear; but perhaps Mrs. Rawland 
herself might happen to diflfer from you, if she could look into 
your mind. It is fqr you to settle with yourself whether you 
think she would be satisfied that you have done by her as you 
would have her do by you. This is your own affair, Fanny ; 
so now, without any one trying to see in your face what you 
think of yours^, we will go to our business.'' 

The scratching of pens in the exercise books, and the turn- 
ing over of the dictionary, now proceeded for some time in 
profound silence, in the midst of which Margaret stole back 
to her comer. 

" There goes twelve !" softly exclaimed Mary. " Mama 
said we might go with her to call at cousin^ Hester's, if we 
were home and ready by half-past twelve. We shall not be 
nearly done. Miss Young." 
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Miss Young did not tcdce the hint. She only said, 

" Is your mama going tojcall on Mrs. Hope 1 Then, Mar- 
garet, do not let us detain you here. You will wi^h to he at 
home, I am sure." 

Never, as Maria supposed, had Margaret more impati^[itly 
desired to b^ at home. Though accustomed to go in and out 
of Maria's abode, with or without i^eason iassigned, 3he had not 
now^ventiufed to move, though the little room felt Hke a prison! 
An' awkward consciousness had fixed her to her seat* Now, 
however, she made hkste to depart, proinising to visit her friend 
again very soon. The little girls wanted her to arrange to 
come every morning, and stay aH the time of lessons ; but 
IVIargaret declined makibg any such engagement. 

As she went hoiiie, she scarcely raised her eyes, for fear of 
seeing him ; and yet she lingered for an instant at her bro- 
ther's door, from a feeling of disappoitftment at having met no 
one she knevv. 

• She had fblly an4 undoubtingly intended to tell Hester of 
Philip's arrival ; but when she had taken off her bonnet, and 
-settled herself beside her sister in the drawing-room, she found 
that it was quite impossible to open the subject. While she 
was meditating upon this, the entremce of the Greys seemed to 
settle the matter. She supposed they would make the dis- 
closure for her; but she sooii perceived that they had not 
heard the ne^s. Mrs.' Gxey went on quoting Mrs. Enderby 
and Phoebe, and Sophia remafkfe(J on the forsaken conditioi^ 
of the old' lady, in a way which was quite incompatible with 
any knowledge of the new aspect which affairs had assumed 
this morning. It was a great relief to Margaret to be spared 
the discussion of a fact on which so much was to be said ; but 
lo ! in the midst of a flow of talk about fomentations, and the 
best kind of night lighter a sick roonl, there was a knock at 
the door, every stroke of which was recognised to a certainty 
by Margaret. While the other ladies were^ pushing back 
their chairs, to break up the appearance of a gossip, and make 
room for anotheir party of visitors, Margaret was Wholly oc- 
cupied with contriving to sit upright, notwithstanding the dim- 
ness that came over her sight. 

It was he. He entered the room quickly,'looked taller thaa 
evef, as Sophia thought to herself, and more than ever like a 
Polish Count, now that his blue great-coat was buttoned up toi 
the chin* lie stopped for half a moment on seeing ladies in 
cloaks and bonnets, and then came forward and shook hands 
with everybody. Hester observed that he looked foil at Mar- 
garet as he held out his hand to her ; but Mai^aret did not see 
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thistfor, though she commanded herself wonderfully, she could 
not meet his eye* Of course, be ^^as asked when he arrived, 
and had to answer the question, and also the remarks which 
were made on the length of his absence, and on the expecta- 
tions of everybody in Deerbrook that he would have visited 
the old place at Christmas or New Year. He was then pi- 
tied on account of the state of his mother's health. To this 
he made no reply whatever ; but when Mrs. Grey inquired 
how he found Mrs. Enderby, he briefly, — somewhat abruptly, 
— answered, that he thought her very ill. It was equally im- 
possible for Margaret to sit totally silent while all this was go- 
ing on, and to address herself to him ; she therefore kept up 
some conversation with Sophia on the greenhouse, and the 
fate of the evergreens in the shrubbery, in consequence of the 
severity of the frost in January, — which laureslinus had been 
lost, and how the arbutus had suflered, and how long it would 
be before the laurels on the grass could grow up to their 
former size and beauty. While Sophia was telling that the 
greenhouse occupied a great deal of time, and that she had 
therefore turned over her interest in it to Sydney, and begged 
the little girls to divide her garden between them, Mr. Enderby 
was seen to take Hester into the window, and after remarking 
iq)on the snow^drops beneath, to speak privately to her. Mar** 
garet was afraid Mrs. Grey would take the hint, and go away. 
Her presence now appeared a sort of protection, which Mar- 
garet exerted herself to retain, by not allowing the conversa- 
tion to flag. She need jaot have feared ; Mrs. Grey was 
turning over in her mind how she might best introduce her 
congratulations on Mr. Enderby's engagement, and her in- 
quiries after Miss Bruce's welfare ; topics on which she con- 
ceived that good manners required her to enter. Meantime, 
Mr. Enderby had been saying to Hester — 

** You will excuse the oflTer of my good wishes on your set- 
tlement here being briefly and hastily made ; but I am at this 
moment in great anxiety. Is Hope at home ?" 

**No : he is some miles off in the country.'* 

** Then I must charge you with a message to him. I think 
my mother very ill ; and I And it is some time since Hope has 
seen her. Will you beg him to come to her without loss of 
time, when he returns ?" 

" Certainly ; he will be home within two or three hours, I 
have no doubt." 

** And then ask him whether he will not prescribe a visit 
firom you to my mother. It will do her good, I am confident. 
You know she is all alone now with her ma\d»" 

B 
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** I am aware of that. It is not from negligence or disincli- 
nation, I assure you, that we have seen so little of Mrs. Bn- 
derby for some time past.'* 

" I know it, I know it," said he, shaking his head. Then, 
after a pause,—" Shall you be at home this evening t" 

« Yes." 

"And alone?" 

•* Yes. Will you come ?" 

** Thank you ; I will come in for an hour. I shall then 
hear Hope's report of my mother ; and — ^between ourselves — 
I want a few words with your sister. Can you manage this 
for me ?" 

« No doubt." 

He was gone in another moment, with a bow to the whole 
party. 

" Gone !" cried Mrs. Grey ; " and I have not said a word 
to him about his engagement and Miss Bruce I How very 
odd he must think us, Sophia!" 

** There will be plenty of time for all we have to say," ob- 
served Hester. " He is so uneasy about his mother, I see, 
that he will not leave her yet awhile.*' 

Margaret was sure she perceived in her sister's beautiful 
eye and lip the subtle expression of amusement that they bore 
when a gay thought was in her mind, or when her neighbours 
were setting off in speculation on a wrong scent. 

" But half the grace of one's good wishes is in their being 
offered readily," said Mrs. Grey ; ** as I was saying to So- 
phia, the other day, when we were considering whether Mr. 
Grey should not write to Mr. Enderby with our congratula- 
tions. We should not like to appear backward on such an 
occasion, for many reasons.-— Well, now, my dears; one 
thing more. You must come to tea with us this evening. It 
will be a mild evening, I have no doubt ; and I have sent to 
Miss Young, to say that my sedan will bring her at six o'clock. 
We have quite set our hearts upon having you for a sociable 
evening." 

**Tlmnkyou," said Hester; "we would come with great 
pleasure, but that we are engaged." 

" Engaged, my dear ! Margaret has just told us that you 
have no engagement." 

•* So Margaret thought : but we are engaged. A friend of 
Mr. Hope's is coming to spend the evening, «ind I promised 
that we would be at home,'* 

** Dear !" said Sophia ; " and we had quite set our hearts 
.^pon your coming." 
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" Cannot you bring the gentleman with you, my dear t I 
am sure Mr. Grey will be happy to see any friend of Mr. 
Hope's." 

*• Thank you ; but he is coming on business." 
" O, well ! — But Margaret can be spared, surely. I sup- 
pose you must stay and make tea, my dear. It would not do, 
I know, for you to appear to neglect your husband's country 

Satients, — particularly in your present state of affairs. But 
fargaret can come, surely. Sydney shall step for her, a lit- 
tle before six." 

« O yes,'* said Sophia ; *' Margaret can come. The gen- 
tleman can have no business with her, I suppose." 

Margaret was again puzzled with the fun that lurked in the 
eye and lip. SHe had been passive till now ; but seeing Hes- 
ter's determination that she should not go, she said very de- 
cidedly that she should much prefer coming some evening 
when her brother and sister neea not be left behind. 

*• Mrs. Grey is not very well pleased," observed Margaret, 
when their visitors were gone. "Could not you have been a 
little more explicit as to this gentleman, whoever he may be ?" 

**I thought it better not to say more," said Hester, now un- 
able to help stealing a glance at her sister. *' Our visitor is to 
be Mr. Enderby. He is so uneasy about his mother, that my 
husband is to see her this afternoon ; and Mr. Enderby ofters 
to come in the evening, to discuss her case." After a slight 
pause, Hester continued,—** Sophia was very positive about its 
being impossible that our visitor could have any business with 
you, was not she ?" 

" O, Hester !" said Margaret, imploringly, with her eyes 
full of tears. 

" Well, well,"^ said Hester, remembering how cruel this 
speech might appear to her sister, " I ought npt to speak to 
you from my own habitual disbelief of Mrs. Rowland's news. 
I will go away, dear ; only just saying first, that I like Philip's 
looks very well. He does not seem happier than he ought to 
be, while his mother is so ill : nor does he act as if he felt he 
had neglected us, his old friends. As my husband says, we 
must hear his own story before we judge him." 

When she left the room, Margaret could not have settled 
with herself whether there was most pain or pleasure in the 
prospect of this evening. Five minutes before, she had be- 
lieved that she should spend it at the Greys,' — should hear the 
monotonous hiss of the urn, which seemed to take up its song, 
every time she went, where it had left off last ; — should see 
Mrs. Grey's winks from behind it ;-r-should have the same 
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sort of cake, cut by Sophia into pieces of estactly the same 
size ; — should hear Sydney told to be quiet, and the little girls 
to go to bed ; — should have to play Mrs. Grey's favourite 
waltz, and sing Mr. Grey's favourite song, and at last, to re- 
fuse a glass of sherry three times over, and come away, after 
hearing much wonder expressed that the evening was gone 
already. Now, instead of this, there was to be the fear and 
constraint of Philip's presence,^ — so unlike what that had ever 
been before ! — no longer gay, eeusy, and delightfol, but all that 
was awkward. No one would be sure of what the others 
were feeling ; or whether there was any sufficient reason for 
their mutual feelings being so changed. Who would find the 
conversation ? What could be talked about which would not 
bring one or another into collision with Mrs. Rowland or Miss 
Bruce ? But yet, there would be his presence, and with it, 
bliss. There would be his very voice ; and something of his 
thoughts could not but come out. She was better pleased than 
if his evening was to be spent anywhere else. 

Dinner passed, — she did not know how,— except that her 
brother thought Mrs. Enderby not materially worse than when 
he saw her last. The tea-tray came, and stood an hour, — Mr. 
Hope being evidently restless and on the watch. He said at 
last that it would be better to get tea over before Enderby 
came ; and Margaret repeated in her own mind that it wcls 
less awkward ; and yet she was disappointed. The moment 
the table was cleared, his knock was heard. He would not 
have tea : he had been making his mother's tea, and had a 
cup with her. And now, what was Hope's judgment on her 
state of health ? 

The gentleman had scarcely entered upon the subject when 
a note was brought in for Margaret. Everything made her 
nervous ; but the purport of this note was merely to ask for 
a book which she had promised to lend Mrs. Levitt As she 
went up to her room for it, she was vexed that the interruption 
had occurred now ; and was heartily angry with herself that 
she could command herself no better, and be no more like 
other people than she fancied she had been this day. " There 
is Hester," thought she, " looking nothing less than merry, and 
talking about whatever occurs, as if nothing had happened 
since we met him last : while I sit, feeling like a fool, with 
not a word to say, and no courage to say it if I had. I wonder 
whether I have always been as insignificant and dull as I have 
seen myself to be to-day. I do not believe I ever thought about 
the matter before : I wish I could forget it now." Notwith- 
standjng her feeling of insignificance in the drawing-room, 
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however, she was so impatient to be there again that her 
hands trembled with eagerness in doing up the parcel for Mrs* 
Levitt. 

When she re-entered the drawing-room, Philip was there 
aloi^e, — standing by the fire. Margaret's first impulse was to 
retreat ; but her better judgment prevailed in time to intercept 
the act Philip said, 

•* Mr* and Mrs. Hope have, at my desire, given me the op- 
portunity of speaking to you alone. You must not refuse to 
hear what I have to say, because it is necessary to the vin- 
dication of my honour ; — and it is also due to another per- 
son." 

Of course, Margaret sat down. She seemed to intend to 
speak, and Philip waited to hear her ; but no words came, so 
he went on. 

" You have been told, I find, that I have been for som6 time 
engaged to a lady who is now at Rome,— Miss Bruce. How 
such a notion originated, we need not inquire. The truth is, 
that I am but slightly acquainted with Miss Bruce, and that 
nothing has ever occurred which could warrant such a use 
of that lady's name. I heard nothing of it till to-day^ 
and " 

** Is it possible ?" breathed Margaret. 

" 1 was shocked to hear of it from my poor mother : but in- 
finitely more shocked — ^grieved to the very soul, to find that 
you, Margaret, believed it." 

"How could we help it? It was your sister who told 



us." 



•* What does my sister know of me, compared with you ? I 
thought, — I hoped, — ^but I see now that I was presumptuous, — 
I thought that you knew me enough, and cared for me enough, 
to understand my mind, and trust my conduct though whatever 
you might hear of me from others. I have been deceived, — I 
mean I have deceived myself, as to the relation in which we 
stand. I do not blaine you, Margaret, — that is, I will not if I 
can help it, — for what you have given credit to about me ; 
but I did not think you would have mortified me so deeply." 

** You are partly wrong now ; you are unjust at this mo- 
ment," replied Margaret, looking up with some spirit. " I do 
not wish to speak of Mrs. Rowland, — but remember, your 
mother never doubted what your sister said ; — the information 
was given in such a way as lefl almost an impossibility of dis- 
belief There was nothing to set against the most positive 
assurances, — ^nothing from you, — ^not a word to any of y<y« 
old trieDds ,^ 
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« And there was I, working away on a new and good plan 
of life, living for you, and counting the weeks and days be* 
tween me and the time when I might come and show you what 
your power over md had enabled to do, — and you were all the 
while despising or forgetting me, allowing me no means of de- 
fending myself, yielding me up to dishonour with a mere shake 
of the head, as if I had been an acquaintance of two or three 
ball-nights. It is clear thdt you knew my mind no better than 
I now find I knew yours." 

"What would you have had me to dof asked Margaret, 
with such voice as she had. 

** I believe I had not thought of that," said Philip, half 
laughing. "I only felt that you ought to have trusted me, — that 
you must have known that I lov^d neither Miss Bruce, nor any 
one Jbut you ; and that I could not be engaged to any one while 
I loved you. — Tell me, at once, Margaret, — did I not deserve 
this much from you t" 

**You did," said Margaret, distinctly. '*But there is. 
another way of viewing the whole, which does not seem to 
have occurred to you. I have been to blame, perhaps ; but if 
you had thought of the other possibility— — " 
" What other ? O ! do speak plainly." 
" I must, at such a time as this. If I could not think you 
guilty, I might fancy myself to have been mistaken.'* 

"And did you fancy so ? Did you suppose I neither loved 
you, nor meant you to think that I did?" 
** I did conclude myself mistaken." 

" O, Margaret ! I should say — if I dared — that such a 
thought, — such humility, such generosity, — could come of 
nothing but love." 

Margaret made no reply. They understood one another 
too completely for words. Even in the first gush of joy, there 
was intense bitterness in the thought of what Margaret must 
have suffered ; and Philip vowed, in the bottom of his soul, 
that his whole life should be devoted to make her forget it. He 
could have cursed his sister with equal energy. 

There was no end to what had to be said. Philip was impa- 
tient to teir what he had been doing, and the reasons of the 
whole of his condugt. Margaret's views had become his 
own, as to the desultoriness of the life he had hitherto led. 
He had applied himself diligently to the study of the law, in* 
tending to prove to himself and to her, that he was capable of 
toil, and of a steady aim at an olject in Ufe, before he asked her 
to decide what their relation to each other was henceforth 
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** Surely,'* said he, " You might have discovered this much 
fipom my letters to my mother." 

** And how were we to kaow what was in your letters to 
your mother." 

'^ Do you mean that you have not read or heard them all 
this time." 

" Not a word for these three monthis. We have scarcely 
seen her for many weeks past ; and then she merely showed 
us what long letters you wrote her." 

** And they were all written for you ! She told me, the 
last time I was here, that she could keep nothing from you : 
and, relying upon her words, I have supposed this to he a me- 
dium of communication between us throughout. I could have 
no other, you know. When did my mother leave off reading 
my letters to you ?" 

« From the week you went away last. Mrs. Rowland came 
in while we were in the midst of one ; and the consequence 
was . . ." 

•• That you have been in the dark about me ever smce. 
You saw that I did write." 

" Yes. I have seen most of the post-marks — and the in- 
teriors — upside down. But Mrs. Rowland was always there 
—or else PhoBbe." 

" And have you really known nothing about me whatever ?" 

"Little George told me that you had lessons to learn, very 

hard and very long, and, if possible, more difficult than his." 

** And did you not see then that I was acting upon your 

views 7" 

" I supposed Miss Bruce might have had them first." 
** Miss Bruce !'* he cried in a tone of annoyance. ** I 
know nothing of Miss B race's views on any subject. I cannot 
conceive how my sister got such a notion into her head — ^why 
ahe selected- her." 

Margaret was going to mention the ** sisterly aflfection" which 
bad long subsisted between Miss Bruce and Mrs. Rowland, 
according to the latter ; but it occurred to her that it was just 
possible that Philip might not be altogether so indifferrent to 
Miss Bruce as Miss Bruce was to him ; and this tliought 
sealed her lips. 

** I wonder whether Rowland believed it all the time," said 
Philip : «* and Hope ? It was unworthy of Hope's judgment 
—of his faith — ^tq view the case so wrongly." 

" I am glad you are beginning to be angry with somebody 
dse," said Margaret. '* Your wrath seem^aH lo Vsfcfeit xsia\ 
hat your old friends^ even to your mo\keT% a^^gienx \ft\«3^ \»^ 
JH> doubt about the maXteu** ^ m 
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** There is an excuse for them which I thought you had DOt« 
I am an altered man, Margaret — ^you cannot conceive how 
altered since I began to know you. They judged of me by 
what I was once .... We will not say how lately." 

'* I assure you I do not forget the accounts you used to give 
of yourself" 

« What accounts ?" 

*^ Of how you found life pleasant enough without philosophy, 
and without anything to do, • • • and other wise sayings of 
the kind." 

** It is by such things that those who knew me Ipng ago 

have judged me lately — a retribution which I ought not to 

'complain of. If they believed me fickle, idle, selfish, it is all 

feir. P ! Margaret, men know nothing of morals till they 

know women." 

** Are you serious ?" 

«*I am solemnly persuaded of it. Happy they who grow 
up beside mothers and sisters whom they can revere ! But 
£or this, almost all men would be without earnestness of heart 
— ^without a moral purpose — ^without generosity, while they 
are all the while talking of honour. It was so with me before 
I knew you. I am feeble enough, and selfish enough yet, God 
knows ! but I hope still to prove that you have made a man 
of me, out of a light, selfish • • . • But what right have I, you may 
think, to ask you to rely upon me, when I have so lately been 
what I tell you ? I did not mean to ask you yet. This very 
morning, nothing could be further from my intentions. 1 do not 
know how long I should have waited before I should have dared. 
My sister has rendered me an inestimable service amidst all 
the mischief she did me. I thank her. Ah ! Margaret, you 
smile!" 

Margarft smiled again. The smile owned that she was 
thinking the same thing about their obligations to Mrs. Row* 
land. 

" Whatever you might have said to me this evening," con- 
tinued Philip, **if your regard for me had been quite over, 
difown — if you had continued to despise me, as you must 
have done at times — I should still have blessed you, all my 
life — I should have worshipped you, as the being who opened 
a new world to me. You lifted mo out of a life of trifling — 
of trifling which I thought very elegant at the time — ^trifling 
with my own time and faculties — trifling with other people's 
serious business — ^trifling with something more serious still, I 
/ear — with their feeling|. As far as I remember, I thought 
«// this manly and refined enoij^h : and Wl fox you^ I should 
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hare thought so still. You early opened my eyes to all the 
meanness and gross selfishness of such a life ; and if you 
were never to let me see you again, I believe I could not fall 
back into the delusion. But if you will be the guide of my 
life .... " 

Margaret sighed deeply. Even at this moment of vital 
happiness, her thoughts rested on her sister. She remembered 
what Hester's anticipations had been, in ^ospect. of having 
Edward for Ae guide of her life. 

** I frighten you, I see," said Philip, « with my confes- 
sions : but, be the consequences what they may, I must speak, 
Margaret. If you despise me, I must do you the justice, and 
give myself the consolation, of acknowledging what I have 
been, and what I owe to you." 

" It is not that," said Margaret. ** Let the past go. Let 
it be forgotten, in reaching forward to better things. But do 
not let us be confident about the future. I have seen too 
much of that. We must not provide for disappointment Let 
us leave it till it comes. Surely," she added with a gentle 
smile, " we have enough for the present. I cannot look for- 
ward yet." 

** How you must have suflTered !" cried Philip in a tone of 

lef. ** You have lost some of your confidence, love. You 
[id not cling to the present, and shrink from the future, when 
.... O, it is bitter, even now, to think, that while I was 
working on in hope and resolution, you were suffering here, 
making it a duty to extinguish your regard for me, 1 all the 
time toiling to deserve it,— and there was no one to set us 
right, and the whole world in league to divide us." 

** That is all over now." • 

**But not the consequences, Margaret. They heve shaken 
you : they have made you know doubt and fear." 

" We are both changed, Philip. We are older, and I trust 
it will appear that we are wisejr than we were. Yes, older. 
There are times in one's life when days do the work of years ; 
and our days have been of that kind. You have discovered 
a new life, and my wishes and expectations are much altered. 
They may not be fewer, or less bright, but they are very dif- 
ferent." 

" If they were pure from fears . . . . " 

" They are pure from fears. At this moment I can fear 
nothing. We have been brought together by the unquestion- 
able Providfence which rules our lives ; and this is enough. 
The present is all right ; and the future, which is to come out 
of it, will be all right in its way. I have no feai,— \wX\ ^^ 
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not want to anticipate. This hour, with its satisfactions, is 
all that I can bear." 

Notwithstanding this, and Philip's transport in learning it, 
they did go back, again and again, into the past ; and many 
a glance did they cast into the future. There was no end to 
their revelations of the circumstances of the last two months, 
and of the interior hfstory which belonged to them. At last, 
the burning out of one of the candles startled them into a 
recollection of how long their conversation had lasted, and of 
the suspense in which Edward and Hester had been kept. 
Enderby offered to go and tell them the fact which they must 
be anticipating : and, after having agreed that no one else 
should know at present, — that Miss Bruce's name should be 
allowed to die out of Deerbrook speculations, for Mrs. Row- 
land's sake, before any other was put in its place, Philip left 
his Margaret, and went into the, breakfast-room, where his 
presence was not wholly unexpected. 

In five minutes, Margaret heard the hall-door shut, and, in 
another moment, her brother and sister came to her. Hester's 
face was all smiles and tears : her mind all tumult with the 
vivid recollection of her own first hours of happy hopeful love, 
mingled with the griefe which always lay heavy within her, 
and with that warm attachment to her sister which circum- 
stances occasionally exalted into a passion. 

" We ought to rejoice with nothing but joy, Margaret,*' said 
she : " but I cannot see how we are to spare you. I do not 
believe I can live without you." 

Her husband started at this echo of the thoughts for which 
he was at the moment painfully rebuking himself. He had 
nothing to say ; but gave his greeting in a brotherly kiss, like 
that which he had o&red on his marriage with her sister, and 
on his entrance upon his home. 

" How quiet, — how very quiet she is !" exclaimed Hester, 
as Margaret left the room, after a few words on the event of 
the evening, and a calm good-night. *^ I hope it is all right. 
I hope she is quitq satisfied." 

" Satisfied is the word," said her husband. •* People are 
quiet when they are relieved, — calm when they are satisfied : 
— ^people like Margaret. It is only great minds, I believe, 
which feel real satisfaction." 

Hester gave him pain by a deep sigh. She was thinking 
how seldom, and for how short a time, she had ever felt real 
satisfaction, 
''And how often, and for how long,'' ^\ve ^'^<&^>^' A^ ^^^\ 
minds And themselves in that heaven T' 
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"By the blessing of God, not seldom, I trust/* replied he ; 
" though not so often as, by obeying their nature, they might 
Intellectual satisfaction is perhaps not for this world^ except 
in a few of the inspired hours of the Newtons and the Bacons 
who are sent to teach what the human intellect is. But as 
often as a great mind meets with full moral sympathy, — as 
often as it is loved in return for love,— «as often as it confides 
iiself unreservedly to the good Power which bestowed its ex- 
istence, and appointed all its attributes, I imagine it must re- 
pose in satisfaction." 

" Then satisfaction ought to be no new feeling to Marga- 
ret," said Hester. " She always loves every one : she meets 
with sympathy wherever she turns ; and I believe she has faith 
enough for a martyr, without knowing it. Ought not she,— 
must not she, have often felt real satisfaction ?" 

«Yes." 

** I wonder you dole out your words so sparingly about such 
a being as Margaret," said Hester, resentfully. ** I can tell 
you, Edward, though you take so coolly the privilege of having 
such a one so nearly connected with you, you might search 
the world in vain for her equal. You little know the wealth 
of her heart and soul, Edward. I ask you whether she does 
not deserve to feel full satisfaction of conscience and affec- 
tions, and you just answer * Yes,* with as much languor as if I 
had asked you whether the clock has strock eleven yet ! I can 
tell you this, — I have said in my own heart, and just to Morris, 
for years, that the happiest man of his generation will be he 
who has Margaret for a wife : and here you, who ought to 
know this, give me a grudging * Yes,' in answer to the first 
question, arising out of my reverence for Margaret, that I ever 
asked you!" 

<< You mistake me," replied Hope, in a tone of gentleness 
which touched her very soul. ** One's words may be restrained 
by reverence as well as by want of heart. I regard Margaret 
with a reverence which I should not have thought it necessary 
to put into words for your conviction." 

** O, I am wrong, — as I always am !" cried Hester. " You 
must forgive me again, as you do far, far too often. But tell 
me, Edward, ought not Margaret's husband to be the happiest 
man living ?" 

" Yes," said Edward, with a smile. " Will that do this 
timer 

" O, yes, yes," replied she, — ^the thou^^VA ^^svsi^ ^tqsvv!^ 
her mind that, whether or not her \\\i8b«inA. exc«^\. Vvcoa^ 
as a matter of course, she should nol Yia^e a^Va^ a cp»eM\Q^^^ 
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which she could not bear all possible answers. Even if he 
meant that Margaret's husband might be a happier man than 
himself, it was only too true. As quick as lightning these 
thoughts passed through her mind, and apparently without pause» 
she went on, *' And now, as to Enderby, — is he worthy to be 
this happy husband ? Does he deserve her ?" 

Mr. Hope did paus« before he replied, — 

*' I think we had better dwell as little as we can on that 
point of the story,-^not because I am afraid^ — (do not take 
fright and suppose I mean nK>re than I say ;)— not because I am 
afraid, biit because we can do nothing* discern nothing, about it. 
Time must show what Enderby is,— or rather what he haa 
the power of becoming. Meanwhile, the thing is settled. 
They love and have promised, and are happy. Let us shun 
all comparison of the one with the other of them, and hope 
every thing from him." 

*' There will be some amusement," said Hester, after a 
smiling reverie, " in having this secret to ourselves for a time^ 
while all the rest of Deerbrook is so busy with a different idea 
and expectation. How will Mrs. Rowland bear it f ' 
^ " Mrs. Grey might have said that," said Hope, laughing. 

" Well, but is it not true ? Will it not be very amusing to 
see the circulation of stories about Miss Bruce, given * from 
the best authority;' and to have all manner of news told 
us about Philip ; and to watch how Mrs. Rowland will get 
out of the scrape she is in? Surely, Edward, you are not 
above being amused with all this ?" 

" I shall be best pleased when it is all over. I have lived 
some years longer than you in Deerbrook, and have had nK>re 
time to get tired of its mysteries and mistakes." 

"For your comfort, then, it cannot be long before all is 
open and rightly imderstood. We need only leave Mrs. 
Rowland time to extricate .herself, I suppose. I wonder how 
she will manage it." 

"We shall be taken by surprise with some clever device, 
I dare say. It is a pity so much ingenuity should be wasted 
on mischief." 
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CHAPTER III. 

A MORNINa IN MABCH. 

Mabgaret was as. calm as she appeared to be. To a 
nature like hers, blissful repose was congenial, and anxiety 
both appeared and felt unnatural. In her there was no wecJk 
wonder that Providence had blessed her as she felt she was 
blessed. While she suffered, she concluded with certainty 
that the suffering was for some good purpose : but no degree 
of happiness took her by surprise, or seemed other than a 
natural influence shed by the great Parent into the souls of 
his children. She had of late been fearfully shaken, — not in 
her faith, but in her serenity. In a moment, this experience 
appeared like a sick dream, and her present certainty of being 
beloved spread its calm over her lately-troubled spirit, 
somewhat as her lightly devotions had done from her child- 
hood upwards. . Even now, it was little that she thought of 
herself: her recovered Philip filled her mind, — ^he who had 
been a stranger, — ^who had been living in a world of which 
she could conceive nothing, — who had suddenly vanished from 
her companionship, as if an earthquake hc^d swallowed him 
up, — and who was now all her own again, by her side, and to 
be lived for. Amidst this security, this natural and delightful 
state of things, that restless uneasiness, — now jealousy, and 
now self-abasement, — which she had called her own vanity 
and selfishness, disappeared, and she felt like one who has 
escaped from the horrors of a feverish bed into the cool 
fragrant airs and mild sunshine of the early morning. Anxi. 
eties soon arose, — ^gentle doubts expressing themselves in soft 
sighs,— which were so endeared by the love from which they 
sprang that she would not have banished them if she could : — 
anxieties lest she should be insufficient for Philip's happiness,—* 
lest he should overrate the peace of home which she now 
knew was not to be looked for in full measure there, any more 
than in other scenes of human probation. Gentle questionings 
like these there were ; but they tended rather to preserve than 
to disturb her calmness of spirit. Misery had broken her 
sleep by night, and constrained her conduct bv day. Happy 
love restored her at once to her natural mooci, lulling her to 
the deepest rest when she rested, and rendering her free and 
self-possessed in all the employments and intercourses of life. 

There was one person who must not be kept waiting for 
this intelligence till Mrs. Rowland's return, — as Mw^wt 

c 
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told Philip, — ^and that was Maria. Philip's heart was now 
overflowing with kindness towards all whom Margaret loved ; 
and he spoke with strong interest of Maria, — of her virtues, 
her misfortunes, and the grace and promise which once 
bloomed in her. 

" You Isnew her before her misfortunes then ?" 

" To be sure I did : — that was the time when I did know 
her ; for, as you may perceive, there is not much opportunity 
now. And, besides, she is so totally changed that I do not 
feel sure that. I understand her feelings, — I am too much in 
awe of them to approach her very nearly. O yes ; I knew 
Maria Young once, much better than I know her now." 

" She never told me so. How very strange !" 

" Does she ever speak of any other circumstance of her 
prosperous days 1" 

" That is true :— only incidentally." 

" Time was," said Philip, ** when some boyish dreams con- 
nected themselves with Maria Young,— only transiently, and 
quite at the bottom of my own fancy. I never spoke of ihem 
to any one before, nor fully acknowledged them to myself. 
She was the first sensible wom^ I ever knew, — the first 
who conveyed to me any conception of what the moral nature 
of a woman may be, under favourable circumstances. For 
this I am under great obligations to her ; and this is all the 
feeling that I brought out of our intercourse. It might possi- 
bly have come to more, but that I disliked her father exces- 
sively, and left off going there on that account. What a 
selfish wretch I was in those days ! I can hardly believe it 
now ; — ^but I distinctly remember rejoicing, on hearing of her 
accident, that my esteem for her had not passed into a warmer 
feeling, as I should then have suffered so much on her 
account." 

" Is it possible 1" cried Margaret, who, in the midst of the 
unpleasant feeling excited by this fact, did not fail to remark 
to herself that there could have been no love in such a case. 

*• I ought, for my own sake, however, Margaret, to say that 
Maria Young had not the slightest knowledge of her influence 
over me, — superficial and transient as it was. I never con- 
veyed it to her by word or act ; and I am thankful I did not, — 
for this reason among many,^r-that I am now perfectly free to 
show her all the kindness she deserves, both from her own 
merits, and from her being a beloved friend of yours." 

Margaret had no 'doubt of Philip's full conviction of what 
he was sajring ; but she was far from certain that he was not 
mistaken, — that looks and tones might not have communicated 
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what words and acts had been forbidden to convey. She 
thought of Maria's silence about her former acquaintance with 
Philip, of her surprising knowledge of his thoughts and ways, 
betraying itself to a vigilant observer through the most trivial 
conversation, and of her confession that there had been an 
attachment to some one : and, thinking of these things, her 
heart melted within her for her friend. She silently resolved 
upon the only method she could think of, to spare her feelings. 
She would write the news of this engagement, instead of going 
to tell it, as she had intended. She was confident Ihat it would 
be no surprise to Maria ; but Maria should have time and soli- 
tude in which to reconcile herself to it,. 

WJiat was to be done about Mrs. Enderby? — She had 
been told at once, on Philip's arrival, that it was all a 
mistake about Miss Bruce; and she had appeared relieved 
when freed from the image of an unknown daughter-in-law. 
Philip and Margaret agreed that they must deny themselves 
the pleasure of revealing the rest of the truth to her, till it 
had been inflicted upon Mrs. Rowland. Mrs. 'Enderby would 
never be able to keep it from the Greys ; and she would be 
disturbed and alarmed in the expectation of the scenes which 
might ensue, when Mrs. Rowland should discover that her 
brother meant to choose jiis wife for himself, instead of taking 
one of her selection. Margaret must go and see his mother 
as often as possible, but her new interest in her old friend 
must be concealed for the present. How Margaret,— mother- 
less for so many long years, — felt her heart yearn towards the 
old lady, who seemed to be everybody's charge, but whom 
she felt now to be a sacred object of her care ! 

The lovers immediately experienced some of the evils at- 
tendant on concealment, in the difficulty of meeting as freely 
as they wished. There was the breakfast-room at Mr. 
Hope's for them ; and, by a little management on the part of 
brother and sister, a branching off in country walks, out of 
sight of the good people of Deerbrook. In company, too, 
they were always together ; and without awkwardness. True 
lovers do not want to talk together in company : they had 
rather not. It is enoygh to be in mutual presence ; and they 
have nothing to say at such times, and prefer joining in what 
everybody else is saying. When Philip had once put a stop to 
all congratulations about Miss Bruce, by earnestly and most 
respectfully, though gaily, releasing that lady's name from all 
connexion with his own, no further awkwardness remained. 
He treated the affair as one of the false reports which are cir- 
culating every day, and left it for his sister to explain how she 
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had been misled by it. It was amusing to the comer.house 
jfomily to see that Mrs. Grey and Sophia insisted on believing 
that either Mr. Enderby was a rejected lover of Miss Bruce's, 
or that it had been an engagement which was now broken o% 
or that it would soon be an engagement. The gay state of 
Enderby's spirits accorded best with the latter supposition ; 
but this gaiety might be assumed, to cover his mortification. 
Margaret was daily made a listener to one or other of these 
suppositions. 

One brigl^t, mild, March day, Hester and Margaret were 
accompanying Philip to Mr. Rowland's, to call on Mrs. En* 
derby, when they met Mr. Rowland in the street, — returned 
the evening before from Cheltenham. 

" Ladies, your most obedient !" said he, stopping up the 
path before them. ** I was on my way to call on you ; but if 
^ you will step in to see Mrs. Enderby, we can have our chat 
there." And he at once offered his arm to Margaret, bestow* 
ing a meaning smile on Hester. As soon as they^ were fairly 
on their way, he entered at once on the compliments it had 
been his errand to pay, but spoke for himself alone. 

" I did not write," said he, " because I expected to deliver 
my good wishes in person so soon ; but they are not the less 
hearty for being a little delayed. I find, however, that I am still 
beforehand with my neighbours, — ^that even Mrs. Enderby does 
not know, nor my partner's family. AH in good time : but I 
am sorry for this mistake about the lady. It is rather awk* 
ward. I do not know where Mrs. Rowland got her informa- 
tion, or what induced her to rely so implicitly upon it. All I 
can say is, that I duly warned her to be sure of her news 
before she r^ularly announced it. But I believe such reports,-— 
oflener unfounded than true, — ^have been the annoyance of 
young people ever since there has been marriage and giving 
in marriage. We have all sufiered in our turn, I dare say, 
though the case is not always so broad a one as this. — Come, 
Mr. Philip, what are you about ? Standing there, and keep* 
ing the ladies standing! and I do believe you have not 
knocked. Our doors do not. open of themselves, though it be 
to let in the most welcome guests in the world. — Now, la- 
dies, will you walk in ? Philip will prepare Mrs. Enderby to 
expect you upstairs ; and, meanwhile, let me show you what a 
splendid jonquil we have in blow here." 

The day was so mild, and the sun shone into the house 
so pleasantly, that Mrs. Enderby had been permitted to leave 
her chamber, and establish herself for the day in the drawing- 
room. There she was found in a flutter of pleasure at the 
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change of scene. Matilda's canary sang, in the sunshine ; 
Philip had filled the window with flowering plants for his 
mother, and the whole room was fragrant with hyacinths. 
The little Greys had sent Mrs; Enderby a bunch of violets ; 
Phoebe had made bold, while the gardener was at breakfsist, 
to abstract a bough from the almond tree on the grass ; and its 
pink blossoms now decked the manteUpiece. These things 
were almost too much fqr the old lady. Her black eyes looked 
rather too bright, and her pale thin face twitched when she spoke. 
She talked a great deal about the goodness of everybody to 
her, and said it was almost worth while being ever so ill to 
find one's self so kindly regarded. It rejoiced her to see her 
friends around her again in this way. It was quite a meeting 
of friends again. If only her dear Priscilla, and the sweet 
children, had been here ! — it was a great drawback, certainly, 
their being away, but she hoped they would soon be back ; if 
they had been here, there would have been nothing left to wish. 
Hester asked if Mr. Hope had visited her this morning. She 
had rather expected to meet him here, and had brought some- 
thing for him which he had wished very much to have, — a let- 
ter from his brother in India. She was impatient till it was 
in his" hands^ Had he made his call, or might she expect 
him presently ? Mrs. Enderby seemed to find difficulty in 
comprehending the question ; and then she could not recollect 
whether Mr. Hope had pai^ his visit this morning or not. 
She grew nervous at her own confusion of mind, — ^talked faster 
than* ever ; and, at last, when the canary sang out a sudden 
loud strain, she burst into tears. 

" We are too much for her," said Hester ; " let us go ; we 
have been very wrong." 

« Yes, go," said Philip, " and send Phoebe. You will find 
your way into the garden, and I will join you there presently. 
Rowland, you will go with them." 

Margaret cast a beseeching look at Philip, and he gratefully 
permitted her to stay. Hester carried off the canary. Mar- 
garet drew down the blinds, and then kneeled by Mrs. En- 
derby, soothing and speaking cheerfully to her, while tears, 
called up by a strange mixture of emotions, were raining down 
her cheeks. Philip stood by the mantel-piece, weeping with- 
out restraint : the first time that Margaret had ever seen tears 
frpm him. 

"I am a silly old woman," said Mrs. Enderby, half-laugh- 
ing in the midst of her sobs. " Here comes Phoebe — Phoebe, 
I have been vejy silly, and I hardly know what about, I de- 
clare. My dear !" she exclaimed, as ate fe\\ X^at^ ^t^s^xw^i^^ 

c* 
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the hand which Margaret was chafing, — ^ my dear Miss lb. 

botson — '* 

« O ! call me Margaret !" 

**But» my dear, I am afraid there is something the matter, 
after all. Something has happened." 

« O, dear ! no, ma'am," said Phoebe. ** Only we don't like 
to see you in this way." 

•* There is nothing the matter, I assure you," said Marga- 
ret. " We were too much for you ; we tired you ; and we 
are very sorry, — that is all. But the room will be kept quite 
quiet now, and you will soon feel better." 

** I am better, my dear, thank you. How are yoii sitting 
so low ? Bless me ! you are kneeling. Pray, my dear, rise. 
To think of your kneeling to take care of me !" 

« Give me one kiss, and I will rise," said Margaret, bend- 
ing over her. It was a hearty kiss which Mrs. Enderby gave 
her, for the old lady put all her energy into it. Margaret rose 
satisfied ; she felt as if she had been accepted for a daughter. 

As soon as Mrs. Enderby appeared disposed to shut her 
eyes and lie quiet, Philip and Margaret withdrew, leaving her 
to Phoebe's care. Arm-in-arm they sauntered about the 
walks, till they came upon Hester and Mr. Rowland, who.were 
sitting in the sun, under the shelter of an evergreen hedge. 

" Have you heard nothing of my husband yet ?" asked 
Hester. '* I do wish he would come, and read this letter 
from Frank." 

"Her anxiety is purely disinterested," said Margaret to 
Philip. *« There can be nothing about her in that letter. His 
greetings to her will come in the next." 

" Edward enjoys Frank's letters above everything," observed 
Hester. 

" Suppose you go in next door, and we will send Hope to 
you when he comes," said Philip, intending thus to set Mr. 
kowland free, to dismiss Hester, and have Margaret to him- 
self for a garden walk. 

" The Greys are all out for the day," observed Mr. Row- 
land ; " my partner and all ; and this must be my excuse to 
you, ladies, for wishing you a goqd morning. There is a 
lighler at the wharf down there, whose lading waits for me." 

•* Ay, go," said Philip ; " we have detained you long enough. 
We will find our way by some means into the Greys grounds, 
and amuse ourselves there. If you will bid one of your peo- 
ple call us when Hope comes, lye shall hear." 

By the help of an overturned wheelbarrow, and some activ- 
Jty, and at the expense of a very little detriment to the hedge, 
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&e ladies were presently landed on Mr. Grey's territories. 
By common consent, the three directed their steps towards 
the end of the green walk, whence might he seen the prospect 
of which the sisters were never tired. A purple and golden 
crocus peeped up here and there from the turf of this walk ; 
there was a wilderness of daffodils on either side, the hlossoms 
just bursting from their green sheaths ; the periwinkle, with 
its starry flowers and dark shining sprays, overran the bor* 
ders ; and the hedge which bounded the walk was red with 
swollen buds. As the gazers leaned on this close-clipped, 
compact hedge, they overlooked a wide extent of country. 
They stood on a sort of terrace, and below them was the field 
where the Greys* pet animals were wont to range. The old 
pony trotted towards the terrace, as if expecting notice. Fan. 
ny's and Mary's lambs approached and looked up, as await- 
ing something good.. Philip amused himself and them with 
odd noises, but had nothing better for them ; and so they soon 
scampered off, the pony throwing out his hind legs, as if in indig. 
nation at his bad -entertainment. Beyond this field, a few white 
cottages, in the rear of the village, peeped out from the lanes, 
and seemed to sit down to rest in the meadows, so profound 
was the repose which they seemed to express. The river 
wound quietly through the green level, filling its channel, and 
looking pearly under the light spring sky : and behind it the 
woods uprose, their softened masses and outlines prophesying 
of leafy summer shades. Near at hand the air was alive with 
twitterings ; afar off, nature seemed asleep, and nothing was 
seen to move but the broad sail of a wherry, and a diminished 
figure of a man 1[>eside his horse, bush-harrowing in a distant 
green field. 

Hester judged rightly that the lovers would like to have this 
scene to themselves ; and having surveyed it with that sigh 6f 
delight with which spring causes the heart to swell, she sofUy 
stole away, and sauntered down the green walk. She pro. 
ceeded till she reached a bench, whence she could gaze upon 
the grey old church tower, rising between the intervening 
trees, and at the same time overlook Mr. Rowland's garden. 
She had not sat many minutes before her husband leaped the 
hedge, and bounded over the grass towards her. 

" What news ?" cried he. " There is good news in your 
fece." 

" There is good news in my bag, I trust." And she pro- 
duced the large square epistle, marked '' Ship letter" in tnose 
red characters which have a peculiar power of making the 
heart beat. She did not wonder that hex Vi\X9k\^xA ^^^s^^ 
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coloui* as she held up the letter. She knew that the arrival of 
news from Frank was a great event in life to Edward. She 
gloried in being, for the first time, the medium through which 
this rare pleasure reached him ; and she longed to share, for 
the first time, the confidence of a brother. Margaret had for 
some months reposed upon the possession of a brother ; she 
was now to have the same privilege. She made room upon 
the bench for her husband, and proposed to lose no time in 
reading the letter together. But Hope did not* sit down, 
though, from his agitation, she would have supposed him glad 
of a seat. He said he would read in the shrubbery, and walk- 
ed slowly away, breaking the seal as he went. Hester was 
rather disconcerted ; but she suppressed her disappointment, 
begged him to take advantage of the bench, and herself re- 
tired into the orchard while he read his epistle. There, as 
she stood apparently amusing herself by the pond, wiping 
away a tear or two which would have way, she little imagined 
what agony her husband was enduring from this letter, which 
she was supposing must make his heart overflow with plea- 
sure. The letter was half full of reply to Edward's account 
of Margaret, in his epistle of last June,: — of raillery about her, 
of entreaty that Edward would give him such a sister-in-law, 
and of intimations that nothing could be more apparent than 
that, the whole rich treasure of his heart's love was Marga- 
ret's own. Hope's soul sickened as he read, with that dead- 
ly sickness which he had believed was past ; but last June, 
with its delights and opening love, was too suddenly, and too 
vividly, re-awakened in his memory and imagination. The 
Margaret of yesterday, of last month, he trusted he had ar- 
rived at regarding as a sister : not so the Margaret of last 
summer. In vain he repeated, again and again, to himself, that 
he had expected this, — that he always knew it must come, — 
that this was the very thing, and no more, that he had been 
dreading for half a year past, that it was over now, — 
that he ought to rejoice that he held in his hand the last 
witness and reminder of the mistake of his life. In vain 
did he repeat to himself these reasonable things, — these satis. 
fectory truths. They did ndt still the throbbing of his brain, 
or relieve the agony of his spirit ; — ^an agony imder which he 
could almost have cursed the hilarity of his brother as levity, 
and his hearty affection as cruel mockery. He recovered 
some breath and composure when he read the latter half o 
Frank's volume of communication ; and, before he had finish-J 
ed it, the sound of distant footsteps fell upon his excited ear. 
He knew they were coming, — the three who would be full of 
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expectation as to what he should have to tell them from India. 
It was they, walking very slowly, as if waiting for the news. 

" Come !" said he, starting up, and going to meet them. 
** Now, to the green walk, — ^we shall be quiet there, — and I will 
read you all about Frank." 

He did read them all about Frank, — all the last half of the 
letter, — ^Hester hanging on his arm, and Philip and Margaret 
listening, as if they were taking in their share of family news. 
When it was done, and some one said it was time to be turn- 
ing homewards, Hope disengaged his arm from Hester, and 
ran off, saying that he would report of Mrs. Enderby to Mr. 
Rowland in the office, and meet them before they should be 
out of the shrubbery. He did so : but he first took his way 
round by a fence which was undergoing the operation of tar- 
ring, thrust Frank's letter into the fire over which the tar was 
heating, and saw every inch of it consumed before he proceed- 
ed. When he regained his party, Hester took his arm, and 
turned once more towards the shrubbery, sajdng, 

** We have plenty of time, and I am not at all tired : so 
now read me the rest." 

** My love, I have reid you all I can." 

Hester stopped short, and with flashing eyes, whose fire 
was scarcely dimmed by her tears, cried, 

" Do you mean to give me no more of your confidence than 
others T Is your wife ....." 

•* My dear, it is not my confidence : it is Frank's." 

** And is not Frank my brother ! He is nothing to them." 

" He was not your brother when this letter was written, nor 
did he know that he should ever be so. Consider this letter 
as one of old times, — as belonging to the antiquity of our 
8epsu*ate lives. I hope there will never be another letter from 
Frank, or any body else, (out of the range of my professional 
affairs,) whose contents will not be as much yours as mine. 
This must satisfy you now, Hester ; for I can tell you no 
more. This ought to satisfy you." 

" It does not satisfy me. I never will be satisfied with giv- 
ing all, and having nothing in return. I have given you all. 
Not a thought has there been in my heart about Margaret, 
from the day we married, that I. have not imparted to you. 
Has it not been so ?" 

** I believe it, and I thank you for it." 

" And what is it to you to have a sister, — you who have aU 
ways had sisters, — what is it to you, in comparison with my 
longing to have s. brother ? And now you make him no more 
mine than he is Margaret's and Philip's. He lum&d£« \£\)!^ 



34 DEEBBEOOE. 

has the heart of a brother, would cry out upon you for disap- 
pointing me," 

" I can allow for your feelings, Hester. I have known too 
weir what disappointment is, not to feel for you. But here 
the fault is not mine." 

** Whose is it then ? It is to be charged upon Providence, 
I suppose, like most of our evils." 

** No, Hester ; I charge It upon you. The disappointment 
was imavoidable; but the sting of it lies in yourself. You 
are unreasonable. It is at your own request that I remind 
you to be reasonable." 

"And when was that request made? When I believed 
that you would hold me your friend, — ^that no others were to 
come near my place in your confidence, — that all you cared 
for was to be equally mine, — ^that your brother himself was to 
be my brother. It was when you promised me these things 
that I put my conscience and my feelings into your charge. 
But now all that is over. You are as much alone in, your 
own soul as ever, and I am thrust out from it as if you were 
like other men. ... O !" she cried, covering her face with 
her hands, ** call me your housekeeper at once, — ^for I am not 
your wife, — and breathe not upon my conscience, — ^look not 
into my heart, — ^for what are they to you 1 I reclaim from 
you, as your servant, the power I gave you over my soul, 
when I supposed I was to be your wife." 

" Now you must hear me, Hester. Sit down : for you 
cannot stand under the tempest of your own feelings. — ^Now, 
what are the facts out of which all this has arisen ? I have 
had a letter, written before we were known to be engag- 
ed, containing something which is confided to my honour. 
We had both rather that such had not been the case. 
Would you now have me violate my honour ? Let us have 
done. The supposition is too ridiculous." 

" But the manner," pleaded Hester. " It is not curiosity 
about the letter. I care nothing if it contained the affairs of 
twenty nations. But, O ! your manner was cruel. If you 
loved me as you once did, you could not treat me exactly as 
you treat Margaret and Philip. You do not love me as you 
once did. . , . You do not answer me," she continued, in a 
tone of wretchedness. " Nay, do not answer me now. It 
will not satisfy me to hear you say upon compulsion that you 
love me. — Ah ! I had Margaret once : and once I had you. 
Philip has taken my Margaret from me ; and if you despise 
me, I will lie down and die." 

''Fear not /" said Hope, with great solemnity. " While I 
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Jive you shall be honoured, and have such rest as you will al- 
low to your own heart But do you not see that you have 
now been distrusting me, — ^not I you ? Shall I begin to ques- 
tion whether you love me 1 Could you complain of injustice 
if I did, when you have been tempting my honour, insulting 
my trust in you, and wounding my soul ? Is this the love you 
imagine I cannot estimate and return? This is madness, 
Hester. Rouse yourself from it. Waken up the most gen- 
erous part of yourself. We shall both have need of it all." 

'^O God ! what do you intend ? Consider again before you 
break my heart, if you mean to say that we must . • . Ed- 
ward ! forgive me, Edward !" 

" I mean to say that we must support each other under 
troubles of God's sending, instead of creating woes of our 



own." 



" Support each other ! Thank Heaven !" 

" I see how your spirit rouses itself at the first sound of 
threatening from without. I knew it would. Rough and try- 
ing times are coming, love, and I must have your support. 
Trouble is coming,— daily and hourly annoyance, and no end 
of it that I can see: — and poverty, perhaps, instead of the ease 
to which we looked forward when you married me. I do not 
ask you whether you can bear these things, for I know you 
can. I shall look to you to help me to keep my temper." 

" Are you not mocking me V doubtfully whispered Hester. 

"No, my love," her husband replied, looking calmly in her 
face. ** I know you to be a friend made for adversity." 

" Let it come, then !" exclaimed she. And she felt her- 
self on the threshold of a new life, in which all the past might 
yet be redeemed. 

They soon rejoined Margaret, and went home to relate and 
to hear what new threats the day had disclosed. 



CHAPTER IV. 

DEERBROOK COMMOTIONS. 



Amokg many vague threats, there was one pretty definite 
menace which had encountered Hope from various quarters 
of late. By whose agency, and by what means, he did not 
know, but he apprehended a design to supplant him ia his 
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practice* There was something more meant than that Mr. 
' Foster from Blickley appeared from time to time in the vil- 
lage. Hope imagined that there was a looking forward to 
somehody else, who was to cure all maladies as soon as they 
appeared, and keep death at a distance from Deerhrook. It 
seemed to be among the poor people chiefly that such an ex- 
pectation prevailed. Philip was sure that Mr. Rowland knew 
nothing of it, nor Mrs. Enderby. Mr. Grey, when spoken to, 
did not believe it, but would quietly and discreetly inquire. 
Mrs. Grey was sure that the Deerbrook people would not ven- 
ture to discountenance altogether any one who had married 
into their connexion so decidedly. Her young folks were to 
hear nothing of the matter, as it would not do to propagate an 
idea which might bring about its own accomplishment. 

At the alms-houses to-day, the threat had been spoken 
plainly enough ; and Hope had found his visit there a very un- 
pleasant one. It had been wholly disagreeable. When with- 
m a mile and a half of the houses, a stone had been thrown at 
him from behind a hedge. It narrowly missed him. A little 
further on, there was another, from the opposite side of the 
road. This indication was not to be mistaken. Hope leaped 
his horse over a gate, and rode about the field, to discover 
who had attacked him. For some time he could see no one ; 
but, on looking more closely to the fence, he saw signs in one 
part that hedging was going on. As he approached the spot, 
a labourer rose up from the ditch, and was suddenly very 
busy at his work. He looked stupid, and denied having 
thrown any stones, but admitted that there was nobody else in 
the field that he knew of. — -Further on, 'more stones were 
thrown : it was evidently a conspiracy ; but Hope could find 
no one to call to account for it but an old woman in one case, 
and two boys in another. — ^As he rode up to the alms-houses, 
t'he aged inmates came out to their doors, or looked from their 
fenciml Gothic windows, with every indication of displeasure 
in their faces and manner. The old women shook their 
heads at him, and some their fists ; the old men shook their 
sticks at him. He stopped to speak to one man of eighty- 
three, who was sitting in the sun at his door ; but he could get 
no answer out of hun, — ^nothing but growls about the doctor 
being a pretty doctor not to have mended his patient's eye- 
sight yet. Not a bit better could he see now than he could a 
year ago, with all the doctoring he had had : and now the 

J gentleman wonld not try anything more ! A pretty doctor in- 
'eed! But it would not be long before thete "wo>M\i^ ^xioVXvBt 
who would cure poor, people's eyea as \i lYiey 'v^stexis^x ^sA 



poor people's eyes were as precious to diem ^ ridi people's. 
— He next went into a house where an aged woman "was con- 
fined'to bed with rheumatism ; but her gossips stopped him in 
the middle of the roomi and would not let him approach hery 
for fear h& should be her death. As she had been lying awake 
the night before, she had heard her deceased husband's shoes 
dance of their own accord in the closet ; and this was a sign 
that soipething was going to happen to somebody. She thought 
of the doctor at the time, and prayed that he might be kept 
from coihing near her ; for she knew he would be the death of 
ber, somehow, as he had been of other folks. So Hope was 
i^bliged to leave her and herrhenmatism to the gossips.-^The 
particular object of his visit to the place to-day, however* was 
a little gitly a grandchild of one of the! pensioners, admitted by 
special favour into the .establishment. This girl had small- 
pox, and h^r case was a severe one. Hope was admitted with 
unwillingness even to her, and was obliged to assume his ulti- 
mate degree of peremptoriness of manner with her nurses. 
He found her muffled up about the head with flannel, apd with 
a slice of fat bacon, folded in flannel, tied about her throat, — 
a means considered a specific for small-pox. in some regions* 
The discarding of tl^e flannel and bacon, of course caused 
great oflence ; and there was but too much reason to fear 
t)iat all his directions^ as to the management of the.girl, would 
be* observed by contraries, the moment his back was turned. 
He. had long ago found explanation and argument to be use- 
less. All thai he could do was, to declare authoritatively, that if 
his directions were not followed, the girl would die, and her 
death would Ue at the door of her nurses ; that, hi that case, 
be expected some of llie people about her would be ill afler 
her ; but ^at, if he was obeyed, he trusted she might get 
through, andnobody else be the* worse. Almost before he was 
out of the house, auothec slice of fat bacon was cut, and the 
flaniiels put to the fire to heat again. 

Hope mounted his horse tQ depart, just at the hour when the 
labourers were at their dinners in all the cottages around. 
They poured out to stare at him, some shouting that they 
shoiUd not have J^ long to look at, as they would get a better 
doctor soon. Some b^ their dogs yelping at his horse's 
heels, and others vented vtf^ikL or jokes about church-yards. 
Soon after he had left the noise behind himr he met Sir WiU 
Ham Hunter, riding, attended by his groom. Hope stpj^d him, 
making it his apology thai Sir Willkcm m\|^X ^\!^Ssi fswm% 
the life of a patient ia wbfxia he was mucS^i vuX^^ii^^* ^^ 
toJd the^tory of the smaU.pos^ of the r^flt%X i3»^!0BtfA oi\.t«^>^% 
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it, with which he had to contend, and proposed that Sir Wil- 
liam should use his influence in securing for the patient ia- fair 
chance for her life. Sir William listened coolly, would cer- 
tainly call at the alms-houses and make inquiry ; did not like 
to interfere with the notions of the people there ; made a point 
indeed of leaving them pretty much to thefr own ways ; owned 
that it would be a pity the girl should die, if she really might 
be got through;^ would call, therefore, and inquire, and see 
whether Lady Hunter could not send down anything from the 
Hall. He smiled rather incredulously when assured that it 
was not anything that could be sent down from the Hall that 
was wanted by the patient, but only the use pf th^ fresh aif 
that was about her, and the observance of her doctor's simple 
directions. Bir >William next began to make his horse fidget, 
and Hope took ttie hint. 

** This has been my business with you at present," said he. 
^ At some more convenient time, I should be glad oi a little 
conversation with you on other mattein? connected with these 
alms-houses." 

Sir William Hunter bowed, put spurs to his horse, and 
gaHoped off, as if life or death depended ^n his reaching the 
Hall in three minutes and a half. ■ 

These hints of " another doctor"^— "a better doctor" — " a 
new man"-^met Hope in other directions. Mrs. Howell was 
once quoted as a whisperer of th^ fact ; and the milliner's 
young lady was known to hav« speculated on whether the new 
doctor would prove to be a single man. ,'No one turned away 
from such gossip with more -indifference than Hope : but it 
came to him in the form of inquiries which he Was supposed 
best able to answer. He now told Hester of them all ; warn- 
ed her of the probable advent of a rival practitioner ; and at 
the same time urged upon her a close economy in the manage- 
ment of the house, as his funds were rapidly failing. If his 
practice continued to. fell off as it was now doing, he scarcely 
saw how they were to keep up their present mode of living. 
It grieved him extremely to have to say this to his wife in the 
very first year of their marriage. He had h^ped to have put 
larger means in her power, from year to y^ar ; but at pre- 
sent he owned his-way was far froBft^b<Ang clear. They had 
already descended to having no prospect at all. 

For all this Hester cared little. She had never known 
the pinohihgs of poverty, any more than the embarrassments 
of wealth. She could not conceive of such a thing as being 
very anxious about what they should eat, and what they should 
drink, and wherewith they should be clothed; though, if she 
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had looked more narrowly at her own imaginations of pover- 
ty, she would perhaps have discovered on the visionary table 
idways a delicate dish for her husband — in the wardrobe, cd- 
ways a sleek black coat — and in his waiting-room, a clear 
fire in winter ; while the rest of the picture was made up of 
bread and vegetables, and shabby gowns for herself, and de- 
vices to keep herself warm without burning fuel. Her imagi- 
nation was rather amused than alarmed with anticipations of 
this sort of poverty. It was certainly not poverty that she 
dreaded: A more serious question was, how she could bear 
to see her husband supplanted, atid, in the eyes of others, dis- 
graced. This question the husband and wife now oflen asked 
each other, and always concluded by agreeing that time must 
show. . 

The girl at the alms-houses died in a fortnight* Some pains 
were tsdken to conceal from the doetoir the time and the pre- 
cise spot of her burial — ^points wiiich the doctor never thought 
of inquiring about, and of which it wais therefore easy to keep 
him in ignorance. A few of the neighbouring cottagers 
a^eed to watch the grave for ten nights, to save the body 
from the designs of evil surgeons. One of the watchers re- 
ported, after the seventh night, that he had plainly heard a 
horse coming along the road, and that he rather thought it 
stopped opposite the churchyard. He had raised himself up, 
and coughed, aloud, and that was no. doubt the reason why no- 
body came z the horse must have turned back and gone away, 
whoever might be with it. This put people on the watch ; 
and on the eighth night two men walked about the churchyard. 
They had to tell that they once thought they had caught 
the doctor in the fact. They had both- heard a loud whistle, 
and had stood to see what would become of it (they could see 
very well, for it had dawned some time). A person came 
through the turnstile with a sack, which seemed to leave his 
intentions in no doubt. Th^y hid themselves behind two op* 
posite trees, and both sprang out upon him at once ; but it 
was only the miller's boy on his way to the mill. On the 
ninth and tenth nights nothing happened ; the neighbours began 
to feel the want of their regular sleep ; and the querulous 
grandmother, who seemed more angry that they meant to 
leave the poor girl's body to itself now, than pleased that it 
had been watched. at all, was compelled to put up with assu- 
ranees that doctors were considered to wish to cut up bodies 
within the first ten days, if at all, and were not apt to meddle 
with them afterwards. 

It was full three weeks from this time when Ho^ waa ae\it. 
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finr to the afois-hotisesy after a longer ifttenral than he had 
ever known to elapse without the old folks having some com- 
pkdntto mak<e. The inmate who was now ill was the least 
aged, and the least ignorant and unreasonahle person, in the 
establishment. He was grateful to Hope for having restored 
him from a former illness ; and, though now much shaken 
in confidence, had enough remaining to desire extremely to 
see his old friend, when he found himself ill and in pain. • His 
neighbours wondered at him for fishing to court destruction, 
by putting himself again into the hands of the suspicious doc^ 
tor : but he said he could have no ease in his mind, and Was 
sure he should never get well, till he saw the gentleman's face 
again ; and he engaged an acquaintance to go to Deer- 
brook and summon him. This acquaintance spread the fact 
of his errand along the road as he went : and tfeiereforei 
though Hope took care id choose his. time^ so (is not to.ride 
padt the cottage-doors while the labourers w;ere at dinner,^ ^ 
visit was not more private or agreeatle than on the preceding 
occasion. 

The first symptom of his being etpected on the road was, 
that Sir William Hunter, riding, as before, with his groom be- 
hind him, fell in with Ebpe, evidently by design. 

Sir William Hunter's visit to the alm^-houses had produced 
the effect of making him acquainted with the discontents of the 
people, and had afforded him a good ppportunity of listening to 
their complaints of their surgeon, without being troubled with 
the answers. Since the election, he had been eager to hear 
whatever could be said against Hope, whose vote, given con- 
trary to Sir William's example and influence, was regarded 1^ 
the baronet as an unpardonable impertinence. 

" So you lost your patient down there, I find," said Sir 
William, rudely* " The girl slipped through your fingers, af- 
ter all. However, I did my duty by ^ou. I told the people 
they ought to allow you a fair chance.'* 

" I requested your interference on the girl's account, and 
not on my own," said Hope; ** But as you allude to my- posi- 
tion among these people, you will allow me to ask, as I have for 
some time intended, whether you are aware of the treatment 
to which I am subjected^^ in your neighbourhood and among 
your dependants ?" 

"1 find you are not very popular hereabouts, indeed, sir," 
replied the baronet, with a half-smile, which was immediately 
reflected in the face of the groom. 

" With your leave, we will have our conversation to our- 
selyesi'*^ £>aid Hope. 



The baroDet direeted his groom to ride en slowly. Hope 
coutinuedj— 

" The extreme ignorance of the country people has caused 
some absurd stories against me to be circulated an4 believed. 
If those who are not in this state of extreme ignorance will do 
me justice, and give me, as you say, a fair chance, I have no 
fear but that I shall live down calumnies, and, by perseverance 
in my professional duty, recover the station I lately held hete. 
This justice, this fair chance, I claim. Sir William, from all 
who have the intelligence to understand the case, and rightly 
observe my conduct. I have done my best in the service 
of these pensioners of yours ; and excuse my saying that I 
must be protected in the discharge of my duty." 

" Ay, there's the thing, Mr. Hope. That can't be done, 
you see. If the people do not like you, why then the only 
thing is -for you to stay away." 
, " Then what is to become of the sick ?" * 

** Ay, there's the thing, Mr. Hope. 'If they do not like one, 
>you see, why then they must try another. That is what we 
have, been thinking. Now, if you take my advice> you will 
not go forward to-day. You will repent it if you do, depend 
upon it. They do not like you, Mr. Hope."- 

^' I need no convincing of t^iat. You do not seem disposed 
to stir. Sir William, to improve the state of things ; so I wiU 
go and try what I can do myself.!' 

"I advise you not, sir. — Mr. Hope !" shouted Sir William, 
as Hope rode rapidly forward, "take care what you are 
about. They do not want to see you again. The conse- 
quences may be serious." 

* And this man is a magistrate, and he fancies lumself my 
patron !' thought Hope, as he rode on» . < He wants me to 
throw up the appointment; but I will not, till I see that the 
poor old creatures c&n be consigned to care as good as my own. 
If he chooses to dismiss me, he may, — though we can ill afford 
the loss just now.' 

For one moment* he had thought of turning back, as Sir 
William's caution had seemed to foretell some personal risk 
in proceedmg ; but the remembrance of Hester's parting look 
inspired him afresh. Instead of the querulous anxiety which 
had formerly harassed him from its groundlessness and appa*. 
rent selfishness, it was now an anxiety worthy of the occasion 
that flushed her cheek. So far from entreating him to remain, 
with her, she had bidden him go where his duty led him. She* 
had calculated the probable length of his absence, and the 
watch was laid on tiie table as formerly : but ah<. had\ifl^^^ 
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Utmost expedition in sewing on the ring of hid umbrella, and 
had kissed her hand to him from the window with a smile. 
He would not return to her without having fully discharged 
his errand; * She might he a soldier's or sailor's wife, after 
•all,' thought he. . 

The hours of his. absence were indeed very anxious ones 
to the family at liome. 'For nearly two hours, the sisters 
amused themselves and one another as well as they could ; but 
it was a great relief when Philip came m. He would not be- 
lieve anything they said, however, about their reasons for fear. 
It was nonsense' — it was Deerbrook talk. What harm could 
a dozen old men land women, at almost a hundred years apiece, 
do to Hope ?-— and the country- people, the labourers round, — 
they had their own business to attend to : they would just 
swear an oath at him, and left him pass ;'and if they ventured 
to lay a finger on his bridle, Hope knew how to use his whip, 
lie would come . home and get his dinneiv and be very dull^ 
they would see, from having nothing to teU. — Before, Philip 
had finished his picture of the dull dining they might expect, 
Morris entered, and shut the door before she came forward 
to the table and spoke. * She said she did not like to' make 
mysteries, out of fear of frightening people ; and she hoped 
there would be nothing to be really afraid of now : but if Af r. 
Elnderby thought he could contrive to meet her master out on 
the road, and get him to leave hi^> horse sonfewhere, and come 
walking home by Turnstile Lane, she thought it would be 
best, and save some bad language, at least. Charles had 
brought in word that people^— angry people, were gathering 
at the other end of the street, and her master could quite dis- 
appoint them by coming home oafoot* the back way.-— How 
many angry people were there ? — and what sort of people ? 
—They were mostly countr3niien out of the places round, — 
more of those than of Deerbrook folks. There were a good 
many of them, — so many as nearly to block up the street at 
one part. If the ladies would step up into the boy's attic,-they 
would see something of what was going on, from the little 
window there, without being seem 

Philip snatched his hat, and, said he would soon bring 
them news. He hoped they trould go i^ to the attic, and 
amuse themselves wi^ the show ; for a mere show it would 
end in being, he was confident. He observed, however, that 
it would be as well to keep Charles at home, ifi case, as was 
possible, of a messenger being wanted. He himself should 
soon be back. 

Charles wua called up into the drawing-room and questioned. 
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Never before having been of so mueh importance, he was vetf 
gitind in his statements, and made the most of all he had to 
say. Still, however^ it was a story which no telling could 
have made olher than an unpleasant one. Some of the people 
who had come in from the country had pitchforks. Two or 
three of the shopkeepers had put up their shuttere. Many 
strangers were in the churchyard, peeping 'about the hew 
graves : and others had set scouts on the road, to give notice 
when master was coming. Mrs. Plumstead was very busy 
scolding the people all round ; but it did not do any good ; for 
they only laughed at her, • 

*' You may go; Charles ; but do. not set foot oQt of the house 
till you are bid," said Hester, when she found the boy had told 
all he knew, and perhaps something more« Morris left the 
room with him, iq -order to keep her eye upon him. 

" O, Margaret, this is very terrible!" said Hester. 

** Most disagreeable. We* must allow something for 
Charles's way of telling the story. But ye t is there any 
thing we can do, Hester ?" . 

** Mr. Grey will surely be here, presently. Do not you 
think so!" 

" Either he or Mr. Rowland, no doubt." . 

"Dr. Levitt is a magistrate : but this is Saturday, and he 
ss so deep in his sermon, he could not be made to understand 
and believe till it would be too late. — ^Do yon go up to the 
attic, Margaret, and i . will keep the hall-door. I shall hear 
his horse sooner than any one, and I shall stand ready to open 
to him in an instant. Hark how !" 

It was only the boy with the post-bags, trottipg slowly to Mrs. 
Plumstead's, amusing himself by the way with observations on 
the tmusual animation of Deerbrook. ' 

** It is too soon yet, by half an hour," said Margai^t. " He 
cannot possibly be here for this half hour, I think. Do not 
wear yourself out with standing in the hall so long I must 
just say one things love. — ^I fear all kinds of danger less for 
Edward than for almost any one else in the world : he docs 
always what is most simple and right ; and I think he could 
melt anybody's heart if he tried." 

** Thank you," said Hester, gratefully. " I agree and trust 
with you : but what hearts have these people t or how can 
you get at them, through such heads ! But yet he will triumph, 
ifeel." 

When Margaret went up stairs to the attic window, He ter 
moved a chair into the hall, softly opened the window a I ttlc, 
to facilitate her hearing whatever passed o\x\A\d<^ ^xA\»sS^\iKSt 
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seat by it, listenuag intently. There was soon but too much 
to listen to. Shuffling feet multiplied about the door; and 
some of the grumbling voices seemed to come from men who 
had stationed themselves on the steps. Hester rose^and, with 
the utmost care to avoid noise, put ]xp the chain of the house- 
door. While she was doing this, * Morris came from the 
kitchen, for the same purpose. She feared there was an in. 
tention to surround the house : she wished her master would 
keep away, for a fqw hours at least ; she could not think where 
all the gentlemen of the plage were^ that they did not come 
and see after her young ladies. Before the wo^ds were uttered, 
there was a loud rap at the door. Morris made her mistress 
■ keep back, while she found but who it was, before letting down 
the chain. Hester knew it was not her husband's knock ; and 
it turned out to be Mr. Grey's. Margaret came flying down, 
and they all exclaimed how glad they were to see him. 

" I wish I could do you any good," said he ; " but this is really 
a sad business, my dears," / 

" Have you heard anything, sir ?" 

" Nothing about your husband. Enderby bade me tell you 
that he has gone out to meet him, and to stir up Sir William 
Hunter, who may be said to be the cause of all this, inasmuch 
as he never attempted to stop the discontent when he 
might. But that unlucky vote, my dear, — that was much to 
be deplored," 

" No use casting that up now, surely," observed Morris- 

t* Yes, Morris, there is," said her mistress ; " it gives me an 
opportunity of saying that I glory in the vote ; and I would 
have my husband give it again to-day, if he bad to pass through 
yonder crowd to* go up to the poll." 

" My dear," remonstrated Mr. Grey, " be prudent. Do not 
urge your husband on into danger : he has quite enthusiasm 
enough without ; and you see what comes of it. But L am 
here to say that my wife hopes you and Margaret will retire 
to our house, if you can get round without bringing any of 
these troublesome people with you. We think you might slip 
out from the surgery, and along the lane, and through the 
Rowlands' garden-door, and over the hedge which they tell 
me you managed to climb one day lately for pleasure. By 
this way, you might reach our house without any one being 
the wiser." 

** On no account whatever," said Hester. ** I shall not 
leave home, under any circumstances*" 

" You are very kind," said Margaret ; •* but we are expect- 
iog v^y brother every moment." 



•* But he wiH follow you by the same road,'' 

Both wife and sister were sure, he woidd do no such thing. 
They thought the kindest thing Mr. Grey could do would ho 
to go out the back way, and see that the constable was kept up 
to his duty. He promised to do so, and that he would speak 
to Dr. Levitt, and to have some of Grey and. Rowland's men 
^wom in {is special constables, if such a measure should appear 
to be desirable. * 

** I do not know how to believe all this now," said Marga- 
ret ; "it seems so causeless and ridkulous ! In Birmingham 
we could never have given credit to the story of such a riot 
about nothing." 

Morris was not duiie of this. In lai^e towns there were 
riots sometimes for very small matters, or on account of eiv 
tire mistakes. She had always heard thdf one of the worst 
things about living in .a village is, that when the people oncb 
get a wrong idearinto their heads, there is no getting it out 
again ; and that they will even be violent upon -it against all 
reason ; but such thii^s she knew; to happen occasionally in 
towns. 

Another knock. It was Mr. Rowland, and Hester's heart 
•turned sick at there being no news of her husband. Mr. 
Rowland had every expectation, of course, that Mr. Hope 
/would be quite safe, and that this would turn out a disturb, 
ance of very slight cohscquenoo i hvtt he wduld jast ask whe- 
dier it would not be advisable to close the window-shutters.' If 
atones should find their way into the parlours, it might be dis- 
agreeable to the ladies.— There was no doubt of that : but 
would not closing the shutters be a hint to the people outside 
ta throw stones V — WelJ, perhaps so. He only thought he 
would offer the suggestion, and see if he could be of any ser- 
vice to the ladies. 

** Morris, go up to the attic and watch ; and Margaret, do 
you stay here. Yes, Mr. Rowland," said Hester, fixing 
her glorious eyes full on him ; ** you can be of service to us, 
if my husband outlives this day. . You ought to pray that he 
may ; for if not, it is your wife who has murdered him." 

Mr. Rowland turned as pale as ashes. 

" We know well that ypu have no share in all this injury : 
we believe that you respect my husband, and have friendly 
feelings towards us all. I will spare you what I might say,^ — . 
what Mrs. Rowland should sink to the earth to hear, if she 
were standing, where you stand. I look upon you as no 
enemy ....'* 
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^ You do me only justice," said Mr. Rowland, leaning upon 
the chair which' Hester had brought for herself. 

^* 1 wish to do you justice ; and therefore I warn you, thai 
if you do not procure complete protection for my husband^— 
not only for this day, but for the future ; — ^if you do not cause 
your wife to retract her slanders . • . •" 

^* Stop, Mrs. Hope! this is going too far," said Mr. Row- 
land, drawing himself up, and putting on an air of ofiended 
dignity. 

" It is not gomg too far. You cannot, you dare not, pre- 
tend to be offended with what I say, when you know that my 
noble husband has been injured in his character, and his pros- 
pects, attacked in his. domestic peace, and now exposed to peril 
of his life, by the falsehoQds your wife has told. I tell yx)u 
that we^do not impute her crimes to you. If this is justice, 
you will prove it by doing your full duty to my husband. If 
you decline any part of this duty, — ^if you, .countenance heir 
slanders, — ^if you shrink from my husband's side in whatever 
we may have to go through, — ^if you do not either cpmpel your 
wife to do us right, or do it yourself in opposition to her,-T-you 
are her partner in guilt, as well as in life and lot." 

" Consider what a situation you place me in !■— But what, 
would you have me do ?" 

** I would have you see that every false chaise she has 
brought is retracted, — every ♦ile insinuation recanted. You 
must make her say everywhere that my husband has not stolen 
dead bodies ; that he is not a plotter against the peace and 
order of society ; that he has not poisoned a child by mistake, 
or .cut off a sound limb for the sake of practice and amuse- 
ment. Your wife has said these things, and you know it, and 
you must metke her contradict them all." 

"Consider what a situation you place me in!" said. Mr. 
Rowland again. 

" Be generous, Hester !" said Margaret. 

•* Do not trample on a wretched man !" cried Mr. Rowland, 
covering his face with his hands. 

*** Consider !' *Be generous !'" exclaimed Hester, in a 
softened tone. " I might well say, Consider what a situation 
my husband is placed in ! and that I must see justice done to 
him before I can be generous to others ; but I have such a 
husband that I can aSbrd to spare the wretched, and be gene- 
rous to the humbled. .Go, now, and do your duty by us : and 
the next time you hear your wife say that we do not love and 
are not happy, tell her that if we forbear to crush her, it is be. 
cause we are too strong for her, — too strong in heart, however 
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weak in fortunes :— because we are strong in a peace 
which she caimot poison, and a love which she will never 
yriderstand," 

Even at a moment like this, and while feeling that she 
could not have said the things that Hester said, Margaret's 
eyes swam in tears of joy. Here was her sister, in a moment 
of that high excitement when nothing but truth ventures upon 
utterance, acknowledging herself blest in peace which could not 
be poisoned, and love which the vile could not understand. 
The <iay, whatever might be its events, was worth enduring 
fbr this. 

Mr. Rowland walked once or twice, up and down the hall, 
wiped his brows, and then, evidently unable to endure Hester's 
presence, said he would let himself out, and there await Mr. 
Hope's arrival, or anything else that might occur. 

O ! would he ever come ? It seemed to Hester like a 
week since. she had given him his umbrella, and seen him ride 
away* 

Hark ! Surely this must bB,— it. certainly was his horse 
this time. Yes,-^there was Morris calling from the stairs that 
her master was fighting his way down the street! There 
was Charles giving notice that the crowd was running round 
from the back to tlw front of the house ! • There was ihe noise 
among the people outside, the groaning, the cries ! 

" Now, ma'am !" said Morris, breathless with the haste she 
had made down stairs. Morris supposed her mistress would 
softly let down the chain, open the door just wide enough for 
Hope to slip in, and shut, bolt, and chain it again. This was 
what Hester had intended ; but her mood Was changed. She 
bad^ the servants all step out of sight, and then threV the door 
wide open, going forth herself upon the steps. The people had 
closed round Hope's horse ; but Philip was pushing his in be- 
tween the mob and their object, and riding round and round 
him with a sort of ludicrous gravity, which lowered the tone of 
the whole affair to Marsaret s mind, and gave her great relief 
Mr. Rowland was shaking hands with Hope with one hand, 
and holding the bridle of the uneasy horse with the other. 
Hope Wmselfwas bespattered with mud from head to foot, and 
his umbrella was broken to pieces. He nodded cheerfully to 
Hester when she opened the door. When she held out her 
hand to him with a smile as he ascended the steps, the noise 
of the crowd was suddenly hushed. They understood rathw 
more of what they saw than of anything that could be said to 
them. They allowed Charles to come out, and lead the horse 
away round the comer to the stable. They olood «Xxy:^*'&'<Q^x 
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gftping and stariugf^while Hope invited Sir. Rowland in, and 
Mr* Kowland declined entering ; while that gentleman shook 
hajids with the ladies, spoke with Mr. Enderby, mounted Mr^ 
Enderby's horse, and rode off. They saw Philip turn slowly 
into the house with the family party, and the door closed^ be* 
fi)re they thought of giving another groan^ 

** Well, love !" said Hester, looking anxiously at her bus* 
band. 

« You made good battle," said Philip. 

« Yes, I had a pretty hard fight (^ it, frbn^ the toll-bar 
hither," said Hope, stretching vigorously. " They wrenched 
faj whip out of my hand, — five hands to one ; but then I had 
my umbrella. I broke it to pieces with rapping their kniu> . 
kles." 

*« Which are as hard as their pates," observed Philip. 
<* What are we to do next T' 

« If they do not disperse presently, I will go ajad speak to 
them ; but I dare say they have had enough of the show for 
to-day : Mrs. Plumstead must have satisfied them with ora- 
tory. That poor woman's face and voice will haunt me whes 
I have. forgotten all the rest. One had almost rather have her 
against one, than that such screaming should be cm one's be- 
half. Now, my love, how has the morning gone with you ?" 

"Very pleasantly, I would answer f^r it from her looks," 
said Philip. And Hester's fece was certainly full of the 
beauty of happiness; 

. " Tiiank God, the morning is. over ! That id all I have to 
say about it," replied she. . \ 

.**Surelynhpse people outside, are growing more noisy !" 
observed Margaret. 

** I must change my clothes, in case oi its being necessary 
to speak to them," said Hope. " I look too like a victim at 
present*" 

Wjijiil^ JiQ and Hester were out of the roonci, Philip told Mar- 
g^et ipw ^^V brother had been treated at the alms-houses. 
He had. ptri^owly escaped being pulled from his horse, and 
thro;f^n pto t|^ pond. He had been followed half-way to Deer- 
broo](. by a ^^owd, throwing stones and shrieking ; and just 
whsn.be, i>ad got beyond their reach, he met Philip, and learn- 
ed diat he. had something to go through at the other extremity 
of his journey. Finding that both his doors were surroundedr 
he had judged it best to make ibrthe front, coming home as 
nearly as possible in his usual manner. He had kept his tem- 

Sr admirably, joking with his detainers, while dealing hi^ 
)ws upon their hands. 
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" Where will this end ?" cried Margarets 

*^ With some goiog to dinner, and others to supper, I ima- 

rlne," replied Philip, stepping to the window. " From what 
see, that seems likely to be the upshot ; for here is Sir Wil- 
liam Hunter talking to the people. I had rather he should do 
it than Hope ; and, Margaret, I had rather set my mischieyous 
sister to do it than either. This uproar is all of her making, 
Iamafi*aid." 

'^ H'ester has been telling Mr. Rowland so, this morning.'* 

^M am glad of it. He must help me to work upon her fears, 
if there is nothing better left to operate upon." 

" You will not succeed," said Margaret. " Your sister ia 
•as strong a heroine in one direction as mine is in another." 

" She shall yield, however. She may be thankful that she is 
not here to-day. ' If she was, I would have her out upon the 
steps, and make her retract everything : and i£ she should 
not be able to speak, I would stand by her and say it for 
her." 

.« O, Philip ! what a horrible idea ?" 

" Not half so horrible as the mischief she has done. Why, 
Margaret, if you were one-tenth part as guilty as Priscilla is, 
I should require you to make reparation." 

" Indeed, I hope you would : or rather, that " 

" But do not let us conjure up such dreadful images, my 
Margaret. You never wronged any one, and you never will." 

** Edward never did, I am sure," said Margaret. 

<* Not even by poisoning children, nor cutting off limbs for 
sport ? Are you quite sure, love ? — What is Sir William doing 
here with only his groom ? He and the people look in high 
good-humour with each other, with all this shaking of hands^ 
and nodding and laughing. I cannot ccmceive what he can be 
saying to them, for there are not three faces among the whole 
array that look as if they belonged to rational creatures." 

•* Never mind," said Margaret. ** If what he says sends 
them away, I care for nothing else about it." 

^ O, but I do. One would like to be favoured with. a speci. 
men of this kind of rural oratory. I ought to benefit by all 
the oratory that comes in my way, you know : so I shall just 
open the window an inch or two, now he is drawing hither* 
ward, and take a lesson." 

It seemed as if Sir William Hunter desired that his powers 
of persuasion should be expended on mme but the immediate 
objects of them ; for whatever he said was spdcen as he bent 
from his horse, and with th6 air of a mystery. Many a plump 
red face was thruisit close up to luv-^many a pahr €»f rouod 

X 
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Staring eyes was puckered up with mirth as he spoke : the 
teamster in his olive-coloured smock, the hedger in his shirt- 
sleeves, and the little humpkins who had snatched a holiday 
from scaring the crows, all seemed, hy their delight, to be ca- 
pable of entering into the baronet's method of argumentation* 
All this stimulated Philip's curiosity to learn what the speech- 
Ifying tended to. He could catch only a few words, and those 
were about- "a new man," — "teach hjm to take himself 
off," — ♦' all bad things come to an end," — " new state of things, 
soon." Philip was sSraid there was treachery here. Margaret 
had no other expectation from the man, — the tyrannical poli- 
tician, who bore a grudge against a neighbour, for having used 
his constitutional liberty according to his conscience. 

Some spectacle now drew the attention of the crowd another 
way. It was Lady Hunter, in he^ chariot and greys, statelily 
pacing through the village. She had hefird that there was 
some commotion in Deerbrook ; and, as sights are rare in the 
country, she thought she would venture to come to the village 
to shop, rather than wait for Sir William's account of the w. 
feir in the evening, over their wine and oranges, and before he 
dropped off into his nap. She rightly confided in the people, 
that they would respect her chariot and greys, and allow her 
to pass amidst theni in safety and honour. She had never seen 
a person mobbed. Here was a good opportunity. It was 
even possible that she might catch a glimpse of the ladies in 
their terrors. At all events, she should be a. great person, 
and see and hear a great deal ; so she would go. Orders 
were given that she should be driven quickly up to the milestone 
beyond the toll-bar, and then very slowly through Deerbrook 
to Mrs. Howell's. Her servants were prompt, for they, too, 
longed to see what was going forward ; and thus they arrived, 
finding a nice little mob ready-made to their expectations, and 
no cause of regret but that they arrived too late to see Mr. 
Hope get home. There were no ladies in terror within sight ; 
but then there was the affecting spectacle of Sir William's po- 
puiarity^ In full view of all the mob, Lady Hunter put a comer 
of her embroidered handkerchief to* each eye, on witnessing 
the affection of his neighbours to her husband, shown by the 
final shaking of hands which was now gone through. Sir Wil- 
liam then rwle slowly up to the carriage-door, followed by his 
groom, who touched his hat. Orders were given to drive on ; 
and then Lady Hunter's servants touched their hats. The 
carriage resumed its slow motion, and Sir William rode be- 
side it, his hand on the door, and his countenance solemn as if 
he was on the bench, instead of on horseback. The great bless- 
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ing of the arrangement was, that everybody followed. Lady 
Hunter having come to see the mob, the mob now, in return, 
went to see Lady Hunter ; and while they were cherishing 
their mutual interests, the family in the comer house were left 
in peace to prosecute their dinners. Philip threw up the win- 
dow which looked into the garden, and then ran down to bring 
Margaret some flowers, to refresh her senses after the hurry 
of the morning. Margaret let down the chain of the hall-door; 
and Morris laid the cloth, as she had sent Charles to sweep 
down the steps and pavement before the house, that all things 
might wear as much as possible of their usual appearance. 
Hester ordered up a bottle of her husband's best ale, and the 
servants went about with something of the air peculiar to a 
day of frolic. i 

"Dear heart! Lady Hunter! Can it be your ladyship t*" 
exclaimed Mrs. Howell, venturing to show her face at the 
door of her darkened shop, and to make free entrance for her 
most exalted customer. 

" Good heavens ! your ladyship ! Who would have thought 
of seeing your ladyship here on such a day !" cried Mis»^ 
Miskin. 

"Where's Bob, Miss Miskin? Do, Miss Miskin, send 
Bob to take down the shutters : — ^that is, if your ladyship 
thinks that Sir William would recommend it. If Sir William 
thinks it safe, — that's my criterion." 

"I hope we are all safe now, Mrs. Howell," replied the 
lady. " Sir William's popularity is a most fortunate circum- 
stance for us all, and for the place at large." 

" O dear ! your ladyship ! what should we be, not to esti- 
mate Sir Willliam? We have our faults, like other people : but 
really, if we did not know how to value Sir William ..." 

" Thank Heaven !" said Miss Miskin, " we have not ftiUen 
so low as that. — ^Now your ladyship can see a little of our 
goings on,— now the shutters are down: but, dear heart! 
your ladyship would not have wondered at our putting them 
up. I am sure I thought, for my part, that that middle shutter 
never would have gone up. It stuck, your ladyship . . ." 

" 1" cried Mrs. Howell, putting her hands before her 
fece, as if the recollection was even now too much for her, 
" the middle shutter stuck, — Bob had got it awry, and jammed 
it between the other two, and there, nothing that Bob could do 
would move it ! And there we heard the noise at a distance, — 
the cries, your ladyship, — and the shutter would not go up ! 
And Miss Miskin ran out, and so did I • . ." 

" Did you really? Well I must say I admire your coMt^J^^ 
Mrs. Howell." 
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** Oj your ladyship, in a moment of desperation, you 
know . , . If anybody had seen Miss Miskin's face, I'm sure, 
as she tugged at the shutter, — ^it was as red . • . really 
scarlet !" 

"And I'm sure so was yours, Mrs. Howell, downri^t 
crimson." 

** And after all," resumed Mrs. Howell, ** we should never 
have got the shutter up, if Mr. Tucker had not had the polite- 
ness to come and help us. But we are talking all this time, 
and perhaps your ladyship may be almost fainting with the 
fright. Would not your ladyship step into my parlour, and 
have a little drop of something ? Let me have the honour, — 
a glass of mulled port wine, or a drop of cherry-bounce. 
Miss MiskiUj — ^you will oblige us, — the cherry-bounce, you 
know." 

Miss Miskin received the keys from the girdle with a smile 
of readiness ; but Lady Hunter declined refreshment. She 
explained that she felt more collected than she might other- 
wise have done, from her not having been taken by surprise. 
She had been partly aware, before she left the Mall, of what 
she should have to encounter. 

" Dear heart ! what courage !" • 

** Groodness ! how brave !" 

*' I could not be satisfied to remain safe at the Hall, you 
know, when I did not know what might be happening to ^r 
William ; so I ordered the carriage, and came. It was a 
very anxious ride, I assure you, Mrs. Howell. But I found, 
when I got here, that I need not have been under any alarm 
for Sir William. He has made himself so beloved, that I 
believe we have nothing to fear for him under any circum- 
stances. But what can we think, Mrs. Howell, of those 
who try to create such danger ?" 

"What, indeed, ma'am ? Any one I'm sure, who would so 
much as dream of hurting a hair of Sir William's head . . . 
As I said to Miss Miskin, when Mr. Tucker told us Sir Wil- 
liam was come among them,—* that's the criterion,' said I.'* 

" As it happens. Sir William is in no danger, I believe ; 
but no thanks to those who are at the bottom of this disturb- 
ance. It is no merit of theirs that Sir William is so 
popular." 

" No, indeed, your ladyship. We may thank Heaven for 
that, not them. But what is to be done, your ladyship ? I 
declare it is not safe to go on in this way. It makes one think 
of being burnt in one's bed." And all the three shuddered. 

*^8jr William will take the right measures, you need not 
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doubt, Mrs. Hawell. Sir William looks forward, — Sir Wil- 
liam is very cautious, though, from his intrepidity, some might 
doubt it. The safety of Deerbrook may very well be left to 
Sir William." 

" No doubt, your ladyship, no doubt ! We should be really 
afiraid to go to our beds, if we had not Sir William to rely on, 
as Miss Miskia said to me only this morning. But, dear 
heart ! what can Sir William, or an angel from Heaven do^ 
in some sorts of dangers ? If one might ask, for one's confi- 
dential satisfaction, what does Sir William think of this affair 
of the church-door 1'* • 

Amidst shrugs and sighs, Miss Miskin drew quite near, to 
hear the fate of Deerbrook revealed by Lady Hunter. But 
Lady Hunter did not know the facts about the church-door, 
on which the inquiry was based. — This only showed how 
secret some people could be in their designs. Theresas no 
saying what Lady Hunter Hiight think of it ; it really seemed 
as if Deerbrook, that bad had such a good character hitherto, 
was*. going to be on a level with popish places,— a place of 
devastation and conflagration. Lady Hunter looked exces- 
sively grave when she heard this ; and, if possible, graver 
than ever, when she was told that not only had a lantern been 
found in the church-ya;rd with a bit of candle lefl in the socket, 
but that a piece of charred stick, full three inches long, had 
been picked up close by the church-door. Afler hearing this, 
Lady Hunter would not commit herself any further. She 
asked for some hair-pins, with a dignified and melancholy air. 
While she was selecting the article, she let Mrs. Howell talk 
on about the lantern and the stick, — that no one. won- 
dered about the lantern, knowing what practices went on 
in the church-yard when quiet people were asleep ; but that 
the charred stick was too alarming : only that, to be sure, 
anybody might be aware that those who would go into church- 
yards for one bad purpose would be ready enough for another; 
and that heaven only knew how long the churches of the 
lemd would be safe while Lowrys were sent to Parliament, and 
those that sent them there were all abroad. — Lady Hunter 
sighed emphatically, whispered her desire that the hair-pins 
should be set down in her account, and went away, amidst deep 
and mournful curtseys from those whopn she left behind. 

Under certain circunlstances, the mind becomes so rapidly 
possessed of an idea, is enabled to assimilate it so completely 
and speedily, that the possessor becomes unaware how very 
recently the notion was received, and deals with it as an old 
established thought This must be Lady Hunter's excuse 
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(for no other can be found) for speaking of the plot for bum-^ 
kig Deerbrook church, as one of the signs of the times which 
bad alarmed Sir William and herself of late. She had so 
digested Mrs. Howell's fact by the time she had reached Mr. 
Tucker's shop, that she thus represented the case of the 
charred stick to Mr. Tucker, without any immediate sting of 
conscience for telling a lie. She felt rather uncomfortable 
w6en Mr. Jones, the butcher, who had stepped in at Tucker's 
to discuss the event of the morning, observed, with deferencct 
but with much decision, that he was «orry to hear that Sir 
William was made uneasjfby the circumstance of the charred 
stick having been found, as it seemed to him a very simple 
matter to account for. Several of the boys of the village,— 
his own son John for one, — had lately taken to the old sport 
of whirling round a lighted stick at the end of a string, to 
make a circle of fire in the dark. Sometimes it happened 
that a spark caught the siting ; and then the stick was apt to 
fly off, nobody knew wHfere. It was an unsafe isport, cer- 
tainly ; and as such he had forbidden it to his son John : but 
there was no doubt in his mind, (without defending the sport,) 
that the stick in question had jerked itself over the church- 
yard wall, and had not been put there by anybody ; — to say 
nothing of its having lain so far from the door, (and in the 
grass too,) that it was difficult to see what could be expected 
to catch fire from it. Jones took up his hat from the counter, 
saying, that as Sir William was close at hand, he would step 
and tell him what he thought would eiase his mind about this 
affair. This movement laid open to Lady Hunter's mind the 
enormity of her fib : and remembering that, as far 'as she 
knew, her husband had never heard of the charred stick, she 
Tigorously interfered to keep Mr. Jones where he was, aver- 
ring that Sir William had rather hear the explanation from 
Jier than from any person actually resident in Deerbrook. 
He had his reasons, and she must insist. Mr. Jones bowed ; 
ker alarm ceased, and her compunction gradually died away. 
^ When Mr. Tucker had received his orders about the fire- 
guard, (which occasioned his whispering that there never had 
Eeen so much need in Deerbrook of guards against fire as 
now,) Lady Hunter's footman came into the shop to say that 
his master was in the carriage. Sir William had sent his 
horse home, and would return in the chariot with his lady. 
She hastened away to prevent any chat between Sir William 
and Mr. Jones. But, once in the carriage, in all the glory of 
being surrounded and watched by a number of gaping clowns 
ai)d shouting boys, she could not resolve to bury herself in 



tbe seGlusion (^ thie Hall, without enjoying the bustle a little 
longer. She therefore suddenly discovered that she wanted to 
order a morning cap at Miss Nares s ; and the carriage drew 
up in state before the milliner's door. Miss Flint, whose hair 
had come out of curl, from her having leaned out of an upper 
window to watch the commotion, now flew to the glass to pull 
off her curl-papers ; Miss Nares herself iiastily drew out of 
drawers and cupboards the smart' things which had been hud- 
dled away under the alarm about the sacking of Deerbrook ; 
and then threw a silk handkerchief over the tray, on which 
stood the elder wine and toast, with which she «aid her assist- 
ant ha<d been comforting themselves after the panic of the 
morning. All the caps were tried on with mysterious melan- 
choly, but with some haste. Sir William must not be kept 
long waiting : in times like these, a magistrate's moments 
were valuable. Sir . William was reading the newspaper, in 
order to convey the impression that he considered the affair of 

ibia morning a trifling one ; but r- 

** These are strange times, Miss Nared." 
" Very alarming, my lady. I am sure I don't know when 
we shall recx)ver from the fright. And no further back than 
six weeks, I had that person in, my lady, to attend Miss Flint 
in a sore throat. So little were we aware !" . 

^ I am thankful enough it was not for a broken arm," ob. 
served Miss Flint, in accents of devout gratitude. 

"Yes, indeed, my dear," observed Miss Nares ; **it would 
have ruined all your prospects in life if he had done by you as 
he did by the Russell Taylors' nursemaid. Have you never 
hesurd that, my lady? Well, I am astonished! I find the 
story is in everybody's mouth. Mrs. Russell Taylor's nurse- 
maid was crossing the court, with the baby in her arms, when 
she tripped over the string of Master Hampden Taylor's kite. 
Well, my lady, she fell ; and her first thought, you know, was 
to save the baby ; so she let all her weight go on the other 
arm— the right — and, as you may suppose, broke it. It 
sniapped below the elbow. The gentleman in the corner 
house was sent for immediately, to set it. Now they say 
(you, my lady, know all about it, of course,) that there are 
two bones in that part of one's arm, below the elbow." 
" There are so. Quite correct. There are two bones." 
" Well, my lady, all the story depends upon that. The 
gentleman in question did * set the bones ; but he set them 
across, you see, — as it might be so." And Miss Nares ar- 
ranged four pieces of whalebone on the t^ble in the shape of 
a long, narrow letter X ; there could not have been a better 
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exemplification. ** The eonsequence was, my lady, that the 
poor girl's hand was fou^d, when she had got well, to be turn- 
ed completely round ;. and, in fact, it is all but useless." 

**When h«r hands are in her lap," observed Miss FJintr 
* the palm of the right lies uppermost. Ugh !" 

^ When she beckons the children with tkuit hand," observed 
Miss Nares, *' they think she means them to go further off. 
A girl who has to earn her bread, my lady ! It is in every- 
body's mouth, I assure you." 

" What has become of the girl ?". asked Lady Hunter. 

'* O, she was gc»t rid of, — sent away, — ^to save the credit of 
the gentleman in the comer house. But these things tnli 
come out, my lady. You are aware that the Russell Taylors 
have for some time been employing Mr. Foster, from Blick* 
ley?" 

*♦ Ah, true ! I had heard of that^' 

With unrelaxed gravity. Lady Hunter returned to her 
equipage, carrying with her Miss Nares's newest cap and 
story. 

As the carriage drew near the comer house, the driver, as 
if sympathizing with his lady's thoughts, made his horses go 
their very slowest. Lady Hunter raised herself, and leaned 
forward, that she might see what she could see in this danger- 
ous abode. The spring evening sunshine was streaming in 
at the garden window at the back of* the house ; so that the. 
party in the room was perfectly visible in the thorough light, 
to any one who qould surmount the obstacle of the blind. 
Lady Hunter saw four people sitting at dinner, and somebody 
was waiting on them. She could scarcely have told what it 
Hras that surprised her : but she exclaimed to Sir William — 

" Grood heavens ! they are at dinner !" 

Sir William called out angrily to the coachman to drive 
luster, and asked whether he meant to keep everybody out till 
noidnight. 

The Hopes were far less moved by seeing the baronet and 
iiis lady driving by, than the baronet and his lady were by see- 
ing the Hopes dining. They had not the slightest objection to 
^e great folks from the Hall deriving all the excitement and 
imusement they could from an airing through the village ; and 
hey were happily ignorant of the most atrocious stories about 
Elope which were now circulating from mouth to mouth, all 
round Deerbrook. 

It was not long, however, before they found that they had 
leen indebted to the great folks from the Hall for a certain de- 
cree of protection, partly from the equipage having drawn off 



the attention of some of ^e idlers, and partly from the peot>le 
having been unwilling to indulge all their anger and. imperii- 
nence in the presence of a magbtrate. Scarcely half an hour 
had elapsed after the s(Xund of carriage wheels had died away 
before a face was seen surmounting the blind of the windows 
towards the street. Presently another appeared, and aaother. 
Men below were hoisting up boys, to make grimaces at the 
&nily, and see what was going on. The shutters were closed 
rather earlifer than usual. Philip went out to make a survey. 
He and Mr. Grey soon returned, to advise that the ladies 
should quit the house, and that a guard should enter it. The 
first proposition was refused ; the second accepted. Mr. Grey 
carried off all the money and small valuables. Hester and 
Margaret bestirred themselves to provide refreshments for 
Messrs. Grey's and Rowland's men, who were to be ready to 
act in their defence. They scarcely knew what to expect ; 
but they resolved to remain where Edward was, and to fear 
nothing from which he did not shrink. 

There was much noise round the house — a multitude of feet 
and of voices. Messengers were sent off to the Hall and to Dr. 
Levitt, who must now be disturbed, whatever might become of 
his sermon. Philip brought in Mr. Rowland's men, and de- 
clared he should not leave the premises again if the ladies 
would not be persuaded to go. He took up his station in the 
hall) whence he thought he could learn most of what it was 
that the people intended to do, and be most ready to act as 
occasion might require. No one could imagine what was de- 
signed, or whether there was any design at all on foot. The 
only fact at present apparent was, that the crowd was every 
moment increasing. 

Hester was stooping over the cellaret in the room where 
they had dined, when a tremendous crash startled her, and a 
stone struck down the Ught which stood beside her, leaving 
her in total darkness. Philip came to her in a moment. No 
one had thought of closing the shutters of the back windows ; 
and now the garden was full of people. The house was be- 
sieged back and front ; and, in ten minutes from the entrance 
of this first stone, not a pane of glass was left unbroken in any 
of the lower windows. Hope ran out, his spirit thoroughly 
rcmsed by these insults ; and he was the first to seize and de- 
tidn one of the ofienders ; but the feat was rather too danger- 
ous to bear repetition. He was recognised, surrounded, and 
had some heavy blows inflicted upon him. He succeeded in 
bringing off his man ; but it was by the help of a sally of bis 



friends from the house; and, having locked up his prisoner in 
his dressing-room, he found it best to await the arrival of a 
magistrate before he went forth again. 

The surgery was the most open to attack ; and this being 
the place where the people expected to find the greatest nunk- 
ber of dead bodies, their energies were directed towards the 
professional part of the premises. The pupil took flight, and 
lefl the intruders to Work their pleasure. They found no bo^ 
dies, and were angry accordingly. When the crashing of all 
the glass was over, the shelves and cases were torn down, and, 
with the table and chairs, carried out into the street, and cast 
into a heap. Other wood was brought ; and it was awing to 
the pertinacity of the mob in front of the house, in attacking 
the shutters, that the rioters met with no opposition in the 
surgery. Hope, Ende^by, and their assistants, had more on 
their hands than they could well manage, in beatipg off the as- 
sailcmts in front. If the shutters were destroyed, the whole 
furniture of the house would go, and no protecticoi would re- 
main to anybody in it. The surgery must be left to take its 
chance, rather than this barrier between the women and the 
mob be thrown down. Whatever offensive warfere was ofier- 
ed from the house, was from the servants, from the upper win* 
dow. The women poured down a quick succession of pails 
of water ; and Charles returned with good aim, such stones as 
had found their way in. The gentlemen were little aware, 
for some time, that the cries of vexation or ridicule, which 
were heard now and then, were caused by the feats of their 
own coadjutors overhead ; and it was in consequence of see» 
ing Hester and Margaret laughing in the midst of their panie 
that the fact became known to them. 

Soon after, a brisht light was visible between the crevices 
of the shutters, and a prodigious shout arose outside. The 
bonfire was kindled. Hester and Margaret went up to the up- 
per windows to see it ; and when the attacks upon the shutters 
seemed to have ceased, Bnderby joined them. There were 
very few faces among the crowd that wer% known even to 
Charles, whose business it was, in his owii opinion, to know 
everybody. Mr. Tucker was evidently only looking on from 
a. distance. Mrs. Plumstead had been on the spot, but was 
' gone — terrified into quietness by the fire, into which the rioters 
had threatened to. throw her, if she disturbed their proceed- 
ings. She had professed to despise the idea of a ducking in 
the brook ; but a scorching in the fire was not to be braved : 
so no more was heard of her this night. Three or four of the 
frequenters of the public-house were on the spot ; but, though 
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they lent a hflttid to throw fresh loads of fuel on the fire, they 
did not take their pipes from their mouths, nor seem to he 
the prime movers in the riot. The yellow hiaze lighted up a 
hundred faces, scowling with anger or grinning with mirth, 
but they were all strange— strange as the incidents of the day. 
A little retired frpm the glare of the fire, was a figure, re- 
vealed only when the fiame shot up froip heing frwhly fed — 
Sir William Hunter on horseback, with his immoveable groom 
behind him. How long he had been there, nobody in the house 
could tell ; nor whether he had attempted to do anything in 
behalf of peace and quiet. There he sat, as if looking on for 
his amusement, and forgetting^ that he had any business with 
the scene. 

It was no wonder that Dr. Levitt was not yet visible. If he 
i^ould arrive by dawn, that was all that could be estpected. 
But where were Mr. Grey and Sidney ? Where was Mr. 
Rowland ? Like some of Mr. Hope's other neighbours, who 
ought to have come to his aid on such an occasion, these gen- 
tlemen were detained at homo by the emotions of their families. 
SySney Grey was locked .up by his tender mother as securely 
as Mr. Hope's prisoner ; and all the boy's efforts to break the 
door availed only to bruise him full as seriously as the mob 
would have done. His father was detained by the tremors of 
his wife, the palpitations of Sophia, and the tears and sobs of 
the twins, all of which began with the certainty of the first stone 
having been thrown, and were by no means abated by the 
sight of the reflection of the flames on the sky. Mr. Grey 
found it really impossible to leave his family, as he afterwards 
said. He consoled himself with the thought that he had done 
the best he could, by sending his men. — ^These things were 
exactly what his partner said. He, too, had done the best he 
could, in sending his men. He, too, found' it impossible to 
leave his family. In the dusk of the evening, when the first 
stones had begun to fly, the carriage which was heard, in the in- 
tervals of the crashes, to roll' by, contained Mrs. Rowland and 
her children, and some one else. It may easily be imagined 
that it was made impossible to Mr. Rowland to leave his 
family, t^ go to the assistance of the people in the comet 
house. 

. A fresh shoHt soon announced some new device. A kind 
of procession appeared to be advancing up the street, and some 
notes of rude music were heard. A party were bringing 
an efiigy of Mr. Hope to bum on the pile. There was the 
odious thing, — ^plwn enough in the light of the fire, — ^with the 
halter round its neck, a knife in the right hand, and a phiaU — 
a real phial out of Hope's own surgery, m \jQfe\eft.\ 
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•* This is too bad to be borne," cried Enderby ; while Hope, 
who had come up to see what others were seeing, laughed 
heartily at the representative of himself. " This is not to be 
endured. Morris^ quick ! Fetch me half a dozen candles." 

« Candles, sir 1" 

** Yes, candles, I will put this rabble to flight. I wish I 
had thought of it before." 

" O, Philip I" said Margaret, apprehensively. 

'VFear nothing, Margaret. I am going to do something 
most eminently safe, as you will see." 

He would not let any one go with him but Charles and Mor* 
ris. It was some minutes before any efifect from his absence 
was perceived : but, at length, just when the effigy had been 
sufficiently insulted, and was about to be cast into the flames,' 
and Hester had begged her husband not to laugh at it any 
more, a roar of anguish and terror was heard from the crowd, 
which began to disperse in all directions. The ladies ventured 
to lean out of the window to see what was the cause of the up- 
roar. They understood in a moment. Mr. Enderby had pps*' 
sessed himself of the skeleton which hung in the mahc^auny 
case in the waiting-room, had lighted it up behind the eyes and 
ribs, and was carr3ring it aloil before him, approaching round 
the comer, and thus confronting the effigy. The spectre 
moved steadily on, while the people "fled. It made straight for 
Sii William Hunter, who now seemed for the first time dis- 
posed to shift his place. He did so with as much slowness and 
dignity as were compatible with the urgency of the cir- 
cumstances, edging his horse further and further into the 
shade. When he found, however, that the spectre continued 
to light its own path tovrards him, there was something ra^er 
piteous in the tone of his aj^al : — ^^ I am Sir William Hunter I 
I am—. I am Sir Wittiam Hunter!'^ The spectre disre- 
garding even this information, there was nothing for the ba- 
ronet to do but to gallop ofl)— •his groom for once in advance 
of him. When they were out of sight, the spectre turned 
shar{) round, and encountered Dr. Levitt, who was now arriv- 
ing just when every one else was departing. He started, as 
might have been expected, spoke angrily to the ** idle boy** 
whom he supposed to be behind the case of bones, and laughed 
heartily when he learned who was the perpetrator, and what 
the purpose of the joke. He entered Hope's house, to learn 
the particulars of the outrage, and order off the prisoner into 
confinement elsewhere, his ideas being too extensively discom- 
posed to admit of any more sermon-writing this night. Qiarles 
Jbad already captured the effigy, and set it up in the hall ; a few 
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more pailsful of water extinguished the fire in the street ; and in 
a quarter of an hour the neighbourhood seemed to be as quiet 
as usual. 

** Where are you to sleep after all this fatigue ?" said Hope 
to his wife and sister, when Dr. Levitt and Philip were gone, 
and the men were at dieir supper below. *' I do not believe 
they have left you a room which is not open to the night-air. 
What a strange home to have put you in ! Who would hs^ve 
thought it a year ago !" 

Hester smiled, and said she never was less sleepy. Morris 
believed that not a pane of glass was broken in the attics, and 
her ladies could sleep there, if they preferred remaining at 
hotne, to stepping to Mr. Grey's. They much preferred re- 
maining where they were : and, on examination, it was found 
that Margaret's room was also entire. Hope proposed to take 
possession of Charles's attic, for once; and Charles enjoyed 
the novelty of having a mattress laid down for him in a corn^ 
of the upper landing. Morris tempted the ladies and her mas. 
ter to refresh themselves with tea* She piled up the fire to a 
Christmas height, to compensate for the draughts which blew 
in from the broken windows. Hope soon grew discontented 
with her plan. 

« This will never do," said he, shivering. " You will all 
be ill : and nobody must be ill now, for I have no medicines 
left." 

Morris murmured a wish that the physic had been forced 
down the people's throats. 

" It is better where it is, Morris," said her master ; « and we 
will forgive these poor people ; shall we not ? They are la- 
mentably ignorant, you see*" 

Morris thought forgiveness was always pretty sure to come 
in time ; but it was not very easy at the moment. She thought 
siie could get over theif^ robbing her master of any amount of 
property ; but she could not excuse her making him ridiculous 
before his lady's own eyes. 

'< They cannot make him ridiculous, Morris," said Hester, 
cheerfully. 

" People who are.persecuted are considered great, you know, 
Morris,' said Margaret. 

** Bravo, ladies !" cried Hope. " You keep up your own 
spirits, and my complacency, bravely. But seriously, Morris," 
he continued, perqeiving that the vulgarity of the present af> 
fliction weighed down the good woman's heart ; '* is it not true 
that few of our trials, — none of those which are most truly 
triab, — seem did|[ified at the time? If they did, patience 
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would be easier than it is. The death t)f martyrs to their fkith, 
til grand to look back upon ; but it did not appear so to the best 
of the martyrs at the time. This little trial of ours looks pro- 
yoking, and foolish, and mean, to us to-night ; but whether it 
really is so, will depend on how we bear it, and whatever it 
may bring after it. Grscnd or mean, all we have to do is to be 
good-humoured with it, Morris." 

Morris curtsied low. 

" And now, to your rooms," resumed Hope : ** this place 
is growing too chilly for you, notwitifstanding Morris's capital 
fire." 

" One thing more," said Mai^aret. ** I am a little uneasy 
about Maria. Has any one thought of her ? She must be 
anxious about us." 

" I will go this moment," said Hope. ** Nay, my love, it b 
early yet ; no one in Deerbrook is gone to rest yet, but the 
children. I can be back in ten minutes, and the street is 
empty." 

** Let him go," said Margaret. " It will be a great kindness ; 
and surely there is no danger now." 

Hope was gone. He did not come back in ten minutes, nor 
in half-an-hour. Bven Margaret heartily repented having 
urged him to leave home. During his absence she thus re- 
pented, but no longer when he returned. He brought news 
which made her hasten to dress herself for the open air, when 
she was quite ready to retire to rest. It was well that her 
brother had gene. Maria had been thrown down by the crowd, 
which had overtaken her as she was walking homewards, and 
she had broken her leg. The limb was set, the case was a 
simple and promising one ; but she was in pain, and Margaret 
must go and pass the night with her. How thankful were they 
all now, that some one had thought ofiMaria ! She had been 
in extreme anxiety for them; and mv^ would not certainly 
have sent for aid before the morning. It was indeed a 
blessing that some one had thought 'i^oC Maria. 

CHAPTER ^.^ 

COMING TO AN UNDERSTANDING. 

Ms. Enderbt was too angry with his sister to see her that 
night. He went straight to his room, at his mother's old 
house, and did not breakfast with the Roii^mds. He knock- 
ed at their door when breakfkst wiiisr'finidlHM and sent to re- 
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^uest Mrs. Rowland's presence in the drawing-room. Ali 
&is had given the lady time to prepare her mood, and some 
yerf clever and bold saying ; but when the interview was 
over, she was surprised to find how some of these sayings had 
gone out of her miA^y and how others had remained there, fdr 
want of opportunity to speak tKem ; so that she had not made 
nearly so good a figure as she had intended. 

There was all due politeness in Enderby's way of induc- 
ing his sister to sit down, and of asking afler the health of her- 
self and her children. 

** We are all wonderfidly improved, thank you, brother. 
Indeed I have hopes that we shall all enjoy better health hence- 
forward than we have ever known. Mr. Walcot's care will 
be new life to us." 

" Whose cfi^re?" 

•* Mr. Walcot's. We brought him with us last night ; and 
be is to go at once into my mother's house. He is a surgeon 
of the first degree of eminence. I think myself extremely 
fortunate in having secured him. The chief reason, however, 
of my inviting him here was, 'that my poor mother might be 
properly taken care of. Now I shall be at peace on her ac- 
count, which I really never was before. Now that she will be 
in good hands, I shall feel that I have done my duty." 

^ And pray, does Rowland know of your having brought 
this stranger here ?" 

, " Of course. Mr. Walcot is our guest till his own house 
can be prepared for him. As I tell you, he arrived with me 
last night." 

*' And now let me tell you, sister, that either Mr. Waloot is 
not a man of honour, or you have misinformed him of the true 
state of affairs here. I suspect the latter to be the case. It 
is of a piece with the whole of your conduct towards Mr. 
Hope,— conduct unpardonable for its untruthfulness, and 
hateful for its malice." 

Not one of Mrs. Rowland's prepared answers would suit in 
this place. Before she could think of anything to say, En- 
derby proceeded ; 

** It is a dreadful thing for a brother to have to speak to a sis- 
ter as s I now speak to you ; but it is your own doing. Mr. 
Hope must have justice ; and you have no one to blame but 
yourself that justice must be done at your expense. I give 
you fair notice that I shall discharge my duty fully, in the 
painful circumstances in which you have contrived to place all 
your family." 

**Do what you will, Philip. My first duty is to take care 
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of the health of my parent and my children ; and if, by the 
same means, Deerbrook is provided with a medical man wor- 
thy of its confidence, all Deerbrook will thank me.** 

" Ignorant and stupid as Deerbrook is about many things, 
Prisciila, it is not so wicked as to thank any one for waging a 
cowardly war against the good, for disparaging the able and 
accomplished, and fabricating and circulating injurious stories 
against people too magnanimous for the slanderer to under- 
stand." 

" I do not know what you mean, Philip." 

**Imean that you have done all this towards the Hopes. 
You do not know that he and his wife are not happy. You 
know that Hope is an able and most humane man in his profes- 
sion, and that he does not steal dead bodies. You know the 
falsehood of the whole set of vulgar stories that you have put 
into circulation against him. You know, also, that my mo- 
ther has entire confidence in him, and that it will go near to 
break her heart 40 have him dismissed for any one else. 
This is the meaning of what 1 say. A& for what I mean to 
do, — it is this. I shall speak to Mr. Walcot at once, before 
his intention to settle herd^ is known . . . ." 

" You are too late, my dear sir. Every one in Deerbrook 
knows it as-well as if Dr. Levitt was to give notice of it from 
the pulpit to-day." 

** So much the worse for you, Priscilla. I shall explain the 
whole of Hope's case to Mr. Walcot, avoiding, if possible, all 
exposure of you , . . ." 

*• O, pray do not disturb yourself about that. Mr. Walcot 
knows me very well. I am not afraid." 

" Avoiding, if possible, all exposure of you," resumed En- 
derby, " but not shrinking from the full statement of the fects, 
if that should prove necessary to Hope's justification. If this 
gentleman be honourable, he will decline attending my mother, 
and go away more willingly than he came. I shall bear testi- 
mony to my friend with equal freedom everywhere else ; and 
1 will never rest till the wrongs you have done him are re- 
paired, — as far as reparation is possible.*' 

•* You take the tone of defiance, I see, Philip. I have not the 
slightest objection. We defy each other, then." 

^ I cannot but take that tone for the purpose which, I con- 
ceive, is the kindest which, under the circumstances, can be 
entertained towards you, sister. I do it in the hope that, be- 
fore it is too late, you will yourself do the justice which I vow 
shall be done. I give you peremptory warning, leaving you 
opporiunity to retrieve yourself, to repair the mischief you 
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kave done, and to allevmtd the misery which I see is comiDg 
^)onYocu" 

<^ou are very good : but I know what I am about, and 
I shall proceed in my own way* I mean to get rid of these 
Hopes ; and, perhaps, you may be surprised to see how soon 
I succeed." 

*' The Hopes shall r^nain as long as they wish to stay, if 
truth can prevail against fiilsehood. I am sorry for y^u, if 
you cannot endure the presence of neighbojurs whose whole 
minds and conduct are noble and humane, and known by you 
to be so. This desire to get rid of them is a bad s3nnptom, 
Priscilla,-^-a sympt(»n of a malady which neither Hope nor 
Mr. Walcot, nor any pne but yourself, can cure. I would 
iiave you look to it.'' 

^ Is your sermon ended ? It is tune I was getting ready 
to hear Dr. Levitt's. ■' 

^< What 1 have to say is not finished. I desire to know what 
you mean by telling every body that I am engaged to Miss 
Mary Bruce." 

*' I sdd so, because it is true." 

Th& cool assurance with which she said this was too much 
for Enderby's gravity. He burst out a laughing. 

** If not precisely true when I said it, it was sure to be so 
soon ; which is just the same thing. I mean that it shall be 
true. I have set my heart upon your marrying, and^ upon 
your marrying Mary Bruce. I know she would like it, 
and ..." 

''Stop there! Not another word about Miss Bruce! I 
will not have you take liberties with her name to me ; and 
this is not the first time I have told you so. It is not true that 
i^e would like it,-^no more true than many other things that 
you have said : and if you were to repeat it till night, it would 
make no sort of impression upon me. Miss Bruce knows 
little, and cares less, about me ; and beware how you say 
to the contrary ! — And now for the plcun fact* I am engaged 
elsewhere." 

" No, you are not" 

♦« Yes, I am." 

'* You will marry no one but Mary Bruce at last, you wffl 
see, whatever you may think now." . 

•* For Heaven's sake, Priscilla, if you have any erf the r^ard 
you profess to have for Miss Bruce, treat her name with some 
vespect !— -I am accepted by Margaret Ibbotson." 

^ I dare say you are ! Margaret Ibbotson ! So diis is »t 
the bottom of all yourenergy about the Hopes!" 

F* 
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<< I admired Hope before I ever saw Margaret, with suffi. 
cient energy to prompt me to anything I mean to do in his sup- 
port. But Margaret has certainly e^ted my feelings towiros 
him, as she has towards everything morally great and beau- 
tiful." 

*Sl hope you will all make yourselves happy with your 
greatness and your beauty : for these friends of yours seem 
likely^to have little else left to comfort themselves with." 

** They will be happy with their greatness and loveliness, 
sister ; for it is Heaven's decree that they should. Why will 
you not let yourself be happy in witnessing it, Priscilla? 
Why will you not throw off the restraint of bad feelings, and 
do magaanimous justice to this family, and having dius opened 
and freed your mind, glory in their goodness, — the next best 
thing to being as good as they 7 You have power of mind to 
do this : — the very force with which you persist in persecuting 
them shows that you have power for better things. Believe 
me, they are full of the spirit of forgiveness. Do but try — ^^ 

" Thank you. I am glad you are aware of my power. If 
they forgive me for anything, it shall be for my power." 

" That is not for you to determine, happily. To what ex. 
tent they forgive is between God and themselves. You lie 
under their forgiveness, whether you will or no. I own^ Pris- 
cilia, I would fain bestow on Margaret a sister whom she 
might respect rather than forgive." 

" Pray how many persons have you persuaded that Mar- 
garet Ibbotson is to be my sister-in-law 1" 

" Very few ; for your sake, scarcely any. We have been 
willing to allow you your Own time and methods for extricat- 
ing yourself from the difficulties you have made for yoursdf^ 
by your inconsiderate talk about Miss Bruce. I own I cannot 
conceive how you could originate and carry on such a de- 
vice. You must now get out 5f the scrape in your own way." 

** I am glad you have told so few people of your entangle* 
ment. It makes it an easier matter to help you. I shall 
deny the engagement everywhere." 

** That will hardly avail against my testimony." 

** It will, when you are gone. The Deerbrook people al- 
ways attend to the last speaker. Indeed, I think I have the 
majority with me now, as the events' of last night pretty 
plainly show." 

'' Hope is not the first good man who has been slandered 
and suffered violence. O, Priscilla, I am unwiUing to give 
you up ! Let me hope that the pride, the insane pride of this 
MDommg, is but the re-action of your internal suffering from 
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witnessiDg the results of year influence in the outrages of last 
night. Confide this to me now, and give yourself such ease 
as you yet can." 

** Thank you : but you are quite mistaken. I was ex- 
tremely glad to arrive when I did. It satisfied me as to the 
necessity of getting rid of these people ; and it proved t<^ Mr. 
Walcot, as I observed to him at the time, how much he was 
wanted here. Now, if you have nothing more to say^o me, 
I must go. 1 shall deny your engagement everywherp." 

Philip fix^d his eyes upon her -with an earnestness, .from 
which, for one moment, she shrank : but she instdntiy ral- 
lied, and returned him a stare which lasted till she reached 
the door. 

^* There is something ahnost sublime in audacity like this," 
thought he. <*But it cannot last. It comes from internal 
torture, — a thing as necessarily temporary as faith (the 
source of t)ie other kind of strength) is durable. Not the 
slightest compunction has she for having caused the misery 
she knows of; and not a whit would she relent if she could 
become aware (which she never shall) of what she made Mar- 
garet suffer. I fear my Margaret has still much to endure 
from her. I will watch and struggle to ward off from her 
every evil word and thought. This is the only comfort under 
the misery of her being exposed to the malice of any one be- 
longing to me. No, not the only comfort. She does not 
suffer from these things as she did. She says she has a new 
strength ; and, thank Grod ! I believe it. Now for Mr. 
Walcot ! I must catch him as he comes out of church, and 
see what I can make of him. If he is an honourable man, 
dl may turn out well. If not — Rowland and I must see what 
can be done next." 



CHAPTER VI. 

CONDOLENCE. 



The family in the comer-house thought this the strangest 
Sunday morning they had ever looked upon. Outside their 
premises, all was like a May Sabbath. The gardens sent up 
their fragrance into the warm, still air : the cottage windows 
were open, and early roses and late hyacinths appeared with- 
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in the oasem^^its. The swallows were ddimnuig aad dipping 
ahout the meadows; and the swans steered their majestic 
course along the river, rippling its otherwise unbroken «ur*> 
fiice. The men of the village sat on the threi^olds of their 
doors, smoking an early pipe ; and their tidy children, the 
boya with hair combed str^ht, and the girls with clean pina- 
fores, came abroad ; — some to carry the Sunday dinner to the 
baker's, and others to nurse the baby in the sunshine, or to snatdi 
a bit of play behind a neighbour's dwelling. The contrast within 
tiie comer-house was strange. Morns' and the boy had been up 
early to gather the stones, and sweep up the fragments of 
glass from the floors, to put the effigy out of sight, and efiiace 
the marks of feet in the hall and parlours* The supper had 
been cleared away in the kitchen, and the smell of spirits and 
tobacco got rid of: but this was all that the most zealous 
servants could do. The front shutters must remain dosedf 
and the garden windows empty of glass. 

The garden itself was a mournful spectacle, — the pr^ty 
garden which had been the pride and pleasure of the &mily 
all this spring ! Part of the wall was thrown down ; the ivy 
trailed on the earth. Of the shnibs, some were ^Milled tqi, 
and others cut off at the roots. The beds were trodden into 
clay, and the grass, so green and sunny yesterday, was now 
trampled black where it was not hidden with fragments of the 
wood-work of the surgery, and with the refuse of the broken 
passes and spiUed drugs. Hope had also risen early. He 
bad found his scared pupil returned, and wandering about the 
ruins of his abode^ — the surgery. They set to work together, 
to put out of sight whatever was least seemly of the scattered 
contents of the professional apartment ; but with all their 
pains, the garden looked forlorn and disagreeable enou|^ 
when Hester came down, shawled, to make breakfast in the 
open air of the parlour, and her husband thought it time to 

S> and see how Maria had passed the night, and to bring 
argaret home. 

Hester received from her husband and sister a &vourable 
report of Maria. She had slept, and Margaret had slept 
beside her. Maria carried her philosophy into all the circum- 
stances of her lot, and she had been long used to pain and 
interruption of her plans. These things, and the hurry of 
an accident in the street, might dismay one inezperi- 
enced in sufifering, but not her. When not kept awake by 
actual pain, she slept ; and when assured that her case was 
perfectly simple, and tfiat there was^ every probability of her 
^~~ as well as usual in a few weeks, all her anxieties 
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were for the Hopes. No report of them could have satisfied 
her. so well as Mr* Hope's early visit, — as his serene counte- 
nance and cheerful voice. . She saw that he was not sad 
at heart ; and warmly as she honoured his temper, she could 
hardly understand this. No wonder ; for she did not know 
what his sufierings had previously heen from ether causes, nor 
how vivid was his delight at the spirit in which Hester received 
their present misfortunes. Margaret saw at once that all was 
well at home, and made no inquiries ahout her sister. 

'* Here is a letter for you^ with a magnificent seal," said 
Hester, as they entered. ** And here is tea as hot, I helieve, 
as if we were still blessed with glass windows." 

The letter had just been left by Sir William Hunter's 
groom. It waif from the Baronet, and its contents informed 
Mr. Hope that his attendance would not be required at the 
alnishouses in future, ai^ their inmates were placed under the 
medical superintendence of Mr. Walcot. 

** I am glad," said Hester. >' No more danger and insult 
from that quarter 1" 

^ Nor funds either, my dear. It is pleasant enough to have 
no insult and danger to apprehend ; but what will you say to 
having no funds ?" 

** We shall see when that time comes, love. Meantime, 
)|ere is breakfast, and the sweet Sunday all before us." 

The pressure of her hand by her husband effiiced all woes, 
present and future. 

** Who is Mr. Walcot f asked Mai^ret. 

** Somebody from Blickley, I suppose," said Hester. 

• " No," replied Hope. ** Mr. Walcot is a surgeon, last from 
Cheltenham, who settled in* Deerbrook at seven o'clock yes- 
terday evening, and who has already swept the greater part 
of the practice of the place, I suspect. He is, no doubt, the 
' better doctor,' * the new man,' of whom we have heard so 
much of late." 

Hester changed colour, and Margaret too, while Hope 
related the arrival of Mrs. Rowland and her party, as he 
had heard it from his pupil early this morning. — ^What sort 
of man was Mr. Walcot? Time must show. His coming 
to settle in this manner, at such a conjuncture of circum. 
stances, did not look very well, Hope said ; but it should be 
remembered that he must necessarily be extremely prejudiced 
against the family in the comer-house, if his information 
about Deerbrook was derived from Mrs. Rowland. He ought 
not to be judged till he had had time and opportunity to learn 
for himself what was the real state of affiurs in the ^laAe% 
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He must have fair play ; and it was very possible that he 
might turn out a man who would give others fair play. 

At the next knocky Hester started, thereby showing that she 
was moved. Mr. Jones had called to know how the family 
were ; and, after satisfying himself on this point, had left a 
delicate sweetbread, with his respects, and wishes that Mrs. 
Hope might relish it after her fright. This incident gave the 
little family more pleasure than Mr* Walcot had yet Caused 
them pain. Here was sympathy, — the most acceptable oi^^ 
ing they could receive. 

Next came a message of inquiry from Dr. and Mrs. Levitt, 
with an intimation that they would call, if not inconvenient to 
the family, after church. This was pleasant too. 

While it was being agreed that a nurse must be found im- 
mediately for Maria, and that the glazier at Blickley must 
have notice to send people to mend the windows as early as 
possible to-morrow morning, a letter was brought in, which 
looked longer, but less grand, than Sir William Hunter's. It 
was from Mr. Rowland. 

("Private.) 

" Sunday momingt 7 o*clocL 
"My DEAR Sir, — 

"During the greater part of an anxious night, my mind wna 
full of the intention of calling on you this morning, for some 
conversation on a topic which must be discussed between us ; 
but the more I dwell upon what must be said, the more I shrink 
from an interview which cannot but be extremely painful to 
each party ; and I have at length come to the conclusion that, 
for both our sakes, it is best to write what I have to say. It 
is painful enough, Gk>d knows, to write it ! 

" Your position here, my dear siri must have been anything 
but pleasant for some time past. I regret that its uneasiness 
should 'have been augmented, as I fear it has, by the influence 
of any one connected with myself. My respect for you has 
been as undeviating as it is sincere ; and 1 have not to re- 
proach myself with having uttered a word concerning you or 
your family which I should be unwilling to repeat to your- 
selves : but I am aware that the same cannot be said with 
regard to every one for whom I am in a manner answerable. 
In relation to this unpleasant fact I can only say, that I en- 
treat you to accept the assurance of my deep regret and mor- 
tification. 

" A new aspect of affairs has presented itaelf; — ^to me very 
Sfuddeuily, as I trust you will believe, on my word of honour. 
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A^ gentleman of your profession, named Walcot, arrived last 
night, with a view to settling in Deerbrook. The first induce- 
ment held out to him was the medical chargepf Mrs. Enderby, 
and of the whole of my family : but, of course, it is not proba- 
ble that his expectations of practice among your patients slop 
here ; and the present unfortunate state of the public mind of 
Deerbrook regarding yourself makes it too probable that his 
most sanguine expectations will be realized. I write this with 
extreme pain ; but I owe it to you not to disguise the truth, 
however distasteful may be its nature. 

♦* These being the circumstances of the case, it appears to 
me hopeless to press the departure of Mr. Walcot. And if he 
went away to-day, I should fear that some one would arrive 
tomorrow to occupy his position. Yet, my dear sir, justice 
must be done to you. After protracted and anxious consid- 
oration, one mode of action has occurred to me, by which 
atonement may be made to you for what has passed. Let me 
recommend it to your earnest and favourable consideration. 

** Some other place of residence would, I should hope, yield 
y9u and your family the consideration and comfort of which 
you have here been most unjustly deprived. Elsewhere you 
might ensure the due reward of that professional ability and 
humanity which we have shown ourselves unworthy to appre- 
ciate. If you could reconcile yourself to removing, with your 
fomily, I believe that the peace of our society would be promoted, 
that unpleasant collisions of opinions and interest would be 
avoided, and that that reparation would be made to you which 
I fear would be impracticable here. All difficulty about the 
process of removal might and should be obviated. To speak 
frankly, I should, in that case, consider myself your debtor to 
such an amount as, by a comparison of your losses and my 
means, should appear to us both to be just. I believe I might 
venture to make myself answerable for so much as would set* 
tie you in some more favourable locality j and enable you to 
wait a moderate time for that appreciation of your professional 
merits which would be certain to ensue. 

*♦ I need not add that, in case of your acceding to my 
proposition, all idea of'ohligaHon would be misplaced. I offer 
no more than I consider actually your due. The circumstance 
of the father of a ^large and rising family offering to become 
responsible to such an extent, indicates that my sense of your 
claim upon me is very strong. I should be glad to be relieved 
from it : and I therefore, once more, beseech your best atten- 
tion to my proposal, — the latter particulars of which have been 
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catted to no person whatever, — ^nor shall the^ be, under any 
circumstances, unless you desire it. 

** I shall await your reply with anxiety, — ^yet with patience, 
as I am aware that such a step as I propose cannot be decided 
on without some reflection. 

'* I rejoice to find that your family have not suffered materi- 
ally from the outrages of last night* It was matter of sincere 
regret to me thaj the unexpected arrival of my family at the 
very time prevented my hastening to offer my best services to 
you and yours^ The magistracy will, of course, repair all 
damages ; and then I trust no evil consequences will survive. 

** I beg my best compliments to Mrs. llope and Miss Ibbot- 
son, and entreat you to believe me, my dear sir, 

^ ** With the highest respect, 

V ** Your obedient servant, 

«• H. Rowland." 

For one moment Hester looked up in her hui^band's face, 
as he read this letter in a subdued voice,-— for one moment shp 
hoped he would make haste to live elsewhere, — ^in some place 
where he would again be honoured as he once was here, and 
where all might be bright and promising as ever : but that mo- 
ment's gaze at her husband changed her thoughts and wishes. 
Her colour rose with the same feelings which drew a deep 
seriousness oyer his countenance. 

** Mr* Rowland means well," said Margaret ; *' but surely 
this will never do.*' 

" I hardly know what you would consider meaning well," 
replied Hope* '" Rowland would buy himself out of an afl^ir 
which he has not the courage to manage by nobler means. 
He would give hush-money for the concealment of his wife's 
offences. He would bribe me from the assertion of my own 
character, and would, for his^^rivate ends, stop the working 
out of the question between Deerbro(Jk and me. This is, to 
my mind, the real aspect of his proposal, however persuaded 
he himself may be ihat he intends peace to his neighbours, and 
justice to me. — This letter," he continued, waving it before 
him,/* is^ worthy only of the fire, where I would put it this mo- 
ment, but that I suppose prudence requires that we should 
retain in our own hands all evidence whatever relating to the 
present state of our affairs." 

** I do not exactly see what is to become of us," said Hes- 
ter, cheerfully. 

'' Nor do I, Jove : but is not all the world in the same con- 
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dition ? How much does the millionnaire know of what is to 
intervene between to.day and his death ?" 

" And the labouring classes," obserVed Margaret, — ^ that 
prodigious multitude of toiling, thinking, loving, trusting, 
beings ! How many of them see further than the week whichr 
^ is coming round? And who spends life to more purpose than 
some of them?- They toil, they think, they love, they obey, 
they trust ; .and who will say that the m6st secure in worldly 
fortune are making a better start for' eternity than they t 
They see duty around them and God above them ; and what 
more need ^ey see 1" 

"You are right," said Hester. " What I said was coward- 
ly. I wish I had your faiths" 

" You have it," said her husband. " There was iaith in 
your voice, aodnothing faithlpsa in what you said. It is a sim. 
pie truth, that we cannot see our way before- us. We mui^t 
be satisfied to discern the duty of the day> and for the future 
to do what we ought always to be doing, — * to' walk by faith, 
and not by sight.' Now, as to this present duty,— it seems to 
me very clear. It is my duty to offer moral resistance to op- 
pression, and to make a stand for my repirtation. When it 
pleases God that men should be overwhelmed by calumny, it 
is a dreadful evil which mpst be borne as well as it may ; but 
not without a struggle. We must not too hastily conclude 
that this is to be the issue in our case. We must stay and 
struggle for right and justice^ — struggle for it, by living on 
with firm, patient, and gentle minds. This is surely what we 
ought to do, rather than gp^way for the sake of ease, leaving 
the prejudices of our neighbours in all their -virulence, because 
we have not strength to combat them, and letting the right 
succumb to the wrong, for i^ant of faith, and constancy to vin- 
dicate it.V 

" O, we will stay 1" cried Hester. " I will try to bear 
everything, and be thankful to have to bear, for such reasons^ 
It is all easy, love, when you lay open your views of our life, 
—when you give us your msight into the providence of it. I 
believe I should have looked at it in this way before, if you 
had been-suffering in any great cause, — any cause manifestly 

freat, because the welfare of many others was involved in it. 
see now that the principle of endurance and the duty of stead- 
fastness are thq same, thoug h ■" And ydt she paused, and 
bit her lip. ^' 

** Though the occasion looks insignificant enough," said her 
husband. " True. Some might laugh at our having to appeal 
to our faith because we have j^en mobbed on pretences which 
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make us blush to think what BQnseD9e they are, and because a 
rival has come to supplant jpe in my profession. But with all 
this we have nothing to dO. The truth to us is, that we are 
living in the midst of malice and hatred, and that poverty stares 
us in the face. If these things are quite enough for our strength, 
(and I imagine we shall find they are so,) we have no business 
to quarrel with our trial because it is not of a grander kin(L 
Well ! wife and sister, we stay. Is it not so? — Then I will 
go 8uid write to Mr. Rowland." 

The sisters were silent for some moments afler he had left 
them» Margaret was refreshing her flowers, — the fjowers 
which Philip had brought in from the garden the day before. 
How precious were they now, even above other flowers brought 
by the same hand, — for not another blossom was lefl in the 
desolate garden ! Margaret was resolving silently that she 
would keep these alive as long as she could, and then dry them 
in memory of the place they came from, in hs wedding trim. 
Hester presently showed the direction her thoughts had taken, 
by saying — 

'^ I should think that it must he always possible for able and 
industrious people, in health, to obtain bread/' 

"Almost always possible, provided they can cast pride be« 
hind them." . 

" Ah, I suspect that pride is the real evil of poverty,— -of 
gentlefolks* poverty. I could not promise, for my own part, 
to cast pride behind me : but then, you know, it has pleased God 
to give me something to be proud of, far diflerent from rank 
and money. I eouldgo to jail or the workhouse with my hus- 
band, without a blush. The agony of it would not be from 
pride." 

" Happily, we are sure of breads mere bread," said Marga- 
ret, " for the present, and for what we call certainty. 
What you and I have is enough for bread." 

" What I have can hardly be called suflBcieht for even that," 
said Hester: "and you— I must speak my ihankfiilness for 
that— you will soon be out of the reach of such considerati<Mas." 

" Not soon : and L cannot separate my life from yours— I 
cannot fancy it. Do not let us fancy it just now." 

" Well, we will not. I am glad Susan has warning from 
me to go. It is well that we began retrenching so soon. We 
must come to some fliU explanation with Morris, that we 
may see what can best be done for her." 

** She will never leave you while you will let her stay." 

" It may be necessary to dismiss Charles. But we will wait 
to talk that over with my husband. He will tell us what we 
ought to do. Was that a knock at the door t" 
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** I rather think it was a feeble knock.^' 

It was Mrs. Grey, accompanied by Sydney. Mrs. Grey's 
counte/iance wore an expression of solemn misery/ with a little 
of the complacency of excitement under it. The occsusion was 
too great for winks: mute grief was the mood of the hour* 
Sydney was evidently full of awe. He seemed hardly to like 
to come into the parlour. Margaret had to go to the door, 
and laugh at him for his shyness. His mother's ideas were as 
much deranged as his own by tho gaiety with which Hester 
received them, boasting of the thorough ventilation of the 
room, and asking whether Sophia did not think their bonfire 
surpassed the famous one at the last election but one. So- 
phia had not seen anything of the fire of last night. She 
had been so much agitated, that the whole family, Mr. Grey 
and all, had been obliged to exert themselves to compose her 
st>]rits. Much as she had wished to come this morning, to 
make her inquiries in person, she had been unable to summon 
courage to appear in the streets ; and indeed her parents 
could not press it^ — she had been so extremely agitated !— 
She was now left in Alice's charge. 

Hester and Margaret hoped that when Sophia found there was 
nothing more* to fear, and that her cousins were perfectly weH, 
she would be able to spare Alice for some hours, to wait upon 
Miss Young. Maria's hostess was with her now, and Mar- 
garet would spend the night with her again, if a nurse could 
not be procured before that time. Mrs. Grey had not neg- 
lected Maria in her anxiety for her cousins. She was just 
going to propose that Alice shrouki be the nurse to-night, and 
had left word at Miss Young's door that she herself would 
visit her for the hour and half that people were in church. Her 
time this morning was therefore short. She was rejoiced to 
see her young friends look so much like themselvesH— so dif- 
ferently from what she had dared to expect. And Mr. Hope 
— -it was not fair, perhaps, to ask where he was : — he had pro- 
bably rather not have it known where he might be found (and 
here the countenance relaxed into a winking frame.) — Not 
afraid to show himself abroad ! Had been out twice ! and with- 
out any bad consequences ! It would be a cordial to Sophia 
to hear this, and a great relief to Mr. Grey. But what cour- 
age ! It was a fine lesson for Sydney. If Mr. Hope was 
really only writing, and could spare -a minute, it would be a 
comfort to see him. Hester went for him. He had just fin- 
ished his letter. She read and approved it, and sat down to 
take a copy of it, whUe her husband occupied her seat beside 
Mrs. Grey. 
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The wife let fall a few tears — ^tears of gentle^ sorrow and 
proud love — ^not on her husband's letter — (for not for the world 
would she have had that letter bear a trace of tears) — ^bot on 
the paper on which she wrote. The letter appeared to her 
very touching ; but others might not think so: there was so 
much in it which she alone could see ! It took her only a few 
minutes to copy it ; but the capying gave her strength for all 
the day. The letter was as follows : — 

•* My dear Sir — ^Your letter expresses^ both in its matter 
and phrase, the personal regard which I have always believed 
yoti to entertain towards me and mine. I cannot agree w^ 
you, however, in thinking that the proceeding you propose in- 
volves real good to any of the parties concerned in it- The 
peace of society in Deerbrook is not likely to be permanently 
secured by such deference to ignorant prejudice as wouM 
be expressed by the act of my departure ; nor would my 
wrongs be repaired by ray merely leavic^ them behind me. 
I cannot take money from your hands as Qie pirice of your 
tranquillity, and as a commutation for my good name, and the 
just rewards of my professional labours.- My wife and I will 
not remove from Deerbrook. Wo shall istay, and endeavour 
to discharge our duty, and to bear our wrongs, till our nei^- 
hours learn to understand us better than they do. 

" You will permit me to say, with ^e respect which I feel, 
tiiat we sympathize fully in the distress of mind which you 
must be experiencing. If you should find comfort in doing 
ufif manful justice, we shall^t^ongratulate you yet more thaa 
ourselves : if not, we shall grieve for you only the nK)re deeply. 

** My wife joins me in what I have said, and in kindly re* 
gards. Yours sincerely, 

« Edward Hope." 

Edward had left his seal with Hester. She sealed the 
letter, rang for Charles, charged hini to deliver it into Mr. 
Rowland's own hands, placed the copy in her bosom to show 
to Margaret, and returned to the parlour. TVlrs. Grey, who 
was alone with Hope, stopped short in what she was saying. 

" Go on,'* said Hope. " We have no secrets here, and 
no fears of being frightenedj-rrfor one another any more 
than for ourselves. Mrs. Grey was saying, my dear, that 
Mr. Walcot is very popiilar here already j and that eveiy- 
hody is going to church, to see him." 
Mrs. Grey had half a dozeiv feL\Ats ot oAA\\Saa o^^x .^ ^us^tlt 
to tell of already ; but she was quveWy c\i«w^^ Vsi ^Ooa xs^A^ 
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exercise the same justice towards Mr. Walcot that he hoped 
to receive from him, — ^to listen to no evil of him which 
oould not be substantiated : and it was certainly too early 
yet for anything to be known about him by strangers, be- 
yond what he looked like. 

*' To go no deeper than his looks, then,'' continued Mrs. 
Grey, " nobody can pretend to admire them. He is ex- 
tremely short. Have you- heard how short he is?" 

'* Yes : that inspired me with 6ome respect for him, to beffin 
with. I have heard so much of my being too tall, all my ufe 
that I am apt to feel a profound veneration for men who have 
made the furthest escape irom that evil. By the way, my 
dear, I should not wonder if Enderby is disposed in Walcot's 
fiivour by this ; for heis even taller than I." 

*< I am surprised that you can joke onsuch a subject, Mr. 
Hope. I assure you, you are not the only sufl^rers by this 
extraordinary circumstance, — of Mr. Walcot's arrival. It is 
very hard upon us, that -we are to have him for an opposite 
neighbour, — in Mrs. Enderby's house, you know. Sophia and I 
have been in the habit of observing that house, for the old la- 
dy's sake, many times ixx a day. We scarcely ever looked 
out, but we saw hei* cap over the blind, or some one or an-, 
other was at the door« about one little afikir or another. It has 
been a great blank since she was removed, — the shutters shut, 
and the bills up, and nobody going and coming. But now we 
can never look that way." ' 

*^ I am afraid you will have to get Paxton to put up a wea- 
thercock for you on his barn, so that you may look in the op- 
posite direction for the wind." ' 

** Nay, Edward, it really is an evil," said Hester, " to have 
animwelcome stranger settled in on ofpposite house, where an 
old friend has . long lived. I can S3rmpathize with Mrs. 
Grey." 

** So can I, my dear. It is an evil : but I should, under 
any circumstances, hold myself free to look out of my window 
in any direction, — that is all. Do, Mrs. Gfrey, indulge your- 
self so far." 

** We cannot possibly notice him, you know. It must be 
distinctly understood, that we can have nothing to say to an 
interloper like Mr. Walcot. Mr. Grey is quite of my opinion. 
You will have our support in everyway, my dear sir ; for it is 
perfectly plain to our minds, that all this would not have hap- 
pened but for your having married into our connexion so de- 
cidedly. But this intruder has been thought, and talked Q.Wa&^ 
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bjr us more than he is worth. I want to hear ail you can tel 
me about the riot, Hester, love. Your husband has been 

flving me some idea of it, but • . . • . Bless me ! there is the 
rst bell for church ; and I ought to have been at Miss 
Young's by this time. We must have the whole story, some 
day soon ; and, indeed, Sophia would quarret with me for 
hearing it when she is not by* Where is Sydney ?" 

Sydney and Margaret were in the garden, consulting ab<iat 
its restoration. Sydney declared he would- come and work 
at it every day, till it was cleared and planted. He would be- 
gin to-morrow with the cairn for the rock-plants. 

'* I am glad the Levitts are to call after church," observed 
Mrs. Grey. " They always do what is proper, I must say ; 
and not less towards dissenters than their own people. I sop- 
pose Dr. Levitt will consult with you about the damages." 

** Sooner or later, I have no doubt." 

^Come, Sidney, we must be gone. You bear the beJL 
Sophia will be quite revived by what I shall tell her, my dears. 
No, — do not come out to the doory— I will not allow it, on my 
account. There is no knowing what I might have to waaweat 
for, if you let yourself be seen at the door on my account I 
am sorry you will not come in this evening. Are you quite 
determined? WeU, perhaps Mr.- Grey will say you ave 
right hot to leave your premises in the evening, at present. 
No ; you must not say anything about our coming just now. 
We have not courage, really, for that Now hold your 
tongue, Sydney. It is out of the question, — ^your being oat 
of our sight after dark. Good morning, my love." 

As soon as Charles returned home, after having delivered 
the letter into Mr. Rowland's own hands, Mr. Hope ^thered 
his &mily together^ for their Sunday worship. The servants 
entered the room with countenances full of the melancholy 
which they concluded, notwithstanding ail evidence to the 
contrary, that their master and mistress must be experiencing : 
Iwit, when service was over, they retired with the feeling that 
the &mily-worship had never been more gladsome. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

KEEPING SUNDAY. 
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Mr. Endehby was in the church-yard when the congrega- 
tion poured out from the porch. Groi^p after group walked 
away, and he saw no signs of the party he was waiting for* 
Mrs. Rowland lingered in the aisle, with the intention of al- 
lowing all Deerbrook time to look at Mr. Walcot. When 
none but the LeviUs remained, the lady issued forth from the 
|>oroh, leaning on Mr. Walcot's arm, and followed by four of 
her children, who were walking two and two, holding up their 
heads, and glancing round to se^ how many people were ob- 
serving the new gentleman they had brought with them from 
Oheltehham. Mr. Enderby approached the family party, 
and said, . ^ 

"Sister, will you introduce me to Mr. Walcot ?" 

** With the greatest pleasure, my dear brother. Mr. Wal- 
cot, my brother, Mr. Enderby. Brother, my friend, Mr. 
Walcot." 

Mr. Walcot blushed with delight, looked as if he longed to 
shake hands if he dared, and said something of his joy at be- 
coming acquainted with the brother of so kind a friend afl 
Mrs. Rowland. 

** There is not much to be apprehended here," thought Ml:. 
Enderby. ** How perfectly unlike what I fancied ! This 
ihragon, which was to devour thftHdpes, seems a pretty harm- 
less creature. Why, he looks a mere bay, and with hair so 
Hght, one can't see it without spectacles. What will he do 
with himself in my mother'i^ gooa house ? Fanny Grey's bird- 
cage would suit him better : — and then he might hang in 
flowland's hall, and be always ready for use when the children 
are ill. I must have out what I mean^ to say to him, however ; 
and, from his looks, I should fancy I may do what I please 
with him. He will go aw^y before dinner, if I ask him, I 
have little doubt. I wonder that, while she was about it, 
Priscilla did not find somebody who had the outside of a pro- 
fessional man, at least. This youth looks as if he would not 
draw one's tooth for the world, because it would hurt one so ? 
How he admires the rooks and the green grass on the graves 
because the children do ! — Sister," he continued alOud, •• I am 
sorry to deprive you of your companion ; but it is absolutely 
necessary that Mr^ Walcot and I should have some conversa- 
tion together immediately. The children will go homa witibi 
you, and we will follow presentiy«'^ 
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Mrs. Rowland looked thnnder and lightning at her brother ; 
but Mr. Walcot appeared sa highly pleased, that she consi- 
dered it safest to acquiesce in the present arrangement, trust- 
ing to undo Philip's work in the course of the afternoon. So 
she sailed away with the children. 

** This is no time for ceremony," observed Enderby, as be led 
the way to the walk under the trees. ^ I have used none with 
my sister, as you perceive : and I shall use none with you." 

*' Tlmnkyou, sir. My dear parents have always taught 
me there could be no occasion for ceremony where people 
feel kindly, and meati only what is right. They will be 
pleased to hear that you do not think ceremopy necessary 
between us." 

'^ The circumstances are too urgent for it in the preseilit 
case ; — that is what I mean," said Philip. *< I am confident, 
Mr. Walcot, from what you say about, feeling kindly and 
meaning rightly, that you cannot be aware what is the real 
state of affairs in Deerbrook, or you could not have been in- 
duced to think of settling here." 

*^ O, I assure you, sir, you are mistaken. Mrs. Rowland 
herself was the person who told me aU about it : and I repeat- 
ed all she said to my parents. They strongly advised my 
coming ; and I am sure they would never recommend me to 
do anything tliat was not right." 

" Then, if I tell you what I know to be the true state of 
the case here, will you represent it fully to your parents, and 
'see what they will say then ?" 

** Certainly. I caa have no objection to that. They will 
be very sorry, however, if any difficulty should arise. I had 
a letter from them this very morning, in which they say thirt 
they consider me a fortunate youth to have fallen in with such 
a friend as Mrs. Rowland, who promises she will be a mother, 
or rather, I should say, a sister to me, and to have stepped at 
once into such practice as Mrs. Rowland says I shall certeunly 
have here. They say what is very true, that it is a sin. 
gular and happy chance to befall a youth who has only just 
finished his education." 

^ That is so true, that you ought not to be surprised if it 
should turn out that there is something wrong at the bottom 
of the afiair. I am going to show you what this wrong is, 
that you may take warning in time, and not discover, when it 
is too late, that you have been injuring an honourable man 
who has been too hardly treated already." 

*< I should be sorry to do that : bi;t I cannot think what you 
can mean." 
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** I dare say not. Pray have you been told of u Mr. Hope 
' who lives here ?" 

'< O9 yes ; we saw the people breaking his windows as we 
drove past, yesterday evening. He must be a very improper, 
disagreeable man. And it is very hard upon the ladies and 
gentlemen here to have no one to attend them but that sort of 
person." 

•* That is one account of Mr. Hope ; now you must hear 
the other.'' And Mr. Enderby gave a full statement of 
Hope^<s character, past services, and present position, in terms 
which he conceived to be level with the capacity of the young 
man. He kept his sister out of the story, as far as it was pos- 
sible, but did not soften the statement of her calumnies, though 
i-efraining from exhibiting their-origin. ** Now," said he, at 
the end of his story, <* have i not shown cause for considera- 
tion, as to whether you should settle here or not t" 

** For consideration, certainly. But, you see, it is so diffi- 
cult to know how to think. Here is Mrs. Rowland telling me 
dne set of things about Mr. Hope, and you tell me something 
quite different." 

** Well ; what do^ou propose to do ?** 

♦* I shall -consult my parents, of course." 

** Had not you better set off by the coach to'-raorrow morn- 
ing, and tell your parents ail about It before yom commit your- 
self f 

** I do not see how I could do that very well, as I have en- 
gaged to go over and see these people in Sir William Hunter's 
almshouses, that I am to have the charge of. No. I think 
my best way will be tMs. I will write fully to my parents 
first. I will do that this afternoon. Then, considering that 
I have said I shall stay here, and that the house is^oing to be 
got ready for me, — and considering how hard it is upon the 
ladies and gentlenaen here to have nobody to attend them but 
a person they do ilot l&e, — and considering, too, that I cannot 
tell for myself what Mr. Hope really is, while people differ so 
about him, I think I had better wait here, (just as I should 
have done if you had not told me all this,) till Mrs. Rowland 
and you, and Sir William Hunter, and everybody, have settled 
whether Mr. Hope is really a good man or not ; and then, you 
know, I can go away, after all, if I please." 

Philip thought that Dr. Levitt must have been preaching to 
his new parishioner to join the wisdom of the serpent with th^ 
harmlessness of the dove. Mr. Walcot himself seemed quietly 
satisfied with his own decision, for he adhered to it, repeating 
it in answer to every appeal that Philip could deviie* 
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** I think it Tight to warn you," said Philip, '"that if the 
prospect of being my mother's medical attendant has been part 
of your inducement to settle here, you have been misled in re- 
lying on it. My mother is much attached to Mr* Hope and 
his family ; she prefers him to every other medical attendant ; 
and I shall take care that she has her own way in this par- 
ticular." 

^ While I am in Mrs. Rowland's house, I shall, of course, 
attend Mrs. Rowland's family,'- replied Mr. Walcot. 

^* Her children, if she pleases ; but not necessarily her 
mother." , 

** Yes : her mother too, as I dare say you will see." 

" You will allow Mrs. Enderby to choose her own medical 
attendant, I presume ?'! 

^ yes ; and I have no doubt she will choose me» Mrs. 
Rowland says so." 

>< Here comes a gentleman with whom I want to speak,'* 
said Philip, seeing Mr. Gfey approaching from a distance. 
** He is as warm a friend and admirer of Mr. Hope as I am ; 

and " 

! " Mr. Hope married into his family,— did not he f \ 

" Yes ; but Mr. Grey and Mr. Hope were friends long be- 
fore either of them was acquainted with Mrs. Hope, llie 
friendship between the gentlemen was more likely to have 
caused the marriage than the marriage the friendship." 

** Ah ! that does happen sometimes, I know." 

" What I was going to say is this, Mr. Walcot, that Mr. 
Hope's friends have determined to see justice done him ; and 
that if, in the prosecution of this design, you should imagine 
that you are remarkably coolly treated, — ^by myself, for in- 
stance,— you must remember that 1 fairly warned you from 
the beginning that I shall give no countenance to any man who 
comes knowingly to estabUsh himself on the ruins of a tra- 
duced man's reputation. You will remember this, Mr. Wal- 
cot." 

** O, certainly, I am sure Ishall expect nothing from any- 
body ; fbr nobody here knows me. It is only through Mrs. 
Rowland's kindness that I have any prospect here at all." 

" I wiU just give you one more warning, as you seem a 
very young man. The Deerbrook people are apt to be ex- 
tremely angry when they are angry at all. What would you 
think of it, if they should break your windows, as they broke 
Mr. Hope's last night, when they find that you have been 
thriving upon his practice, while they were under a mistake 
concerning him which you were fully informed of?" 
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^^ I do not think, I should mind it. I might get over it, you 
know, as Mr. Hope would then have done. Or I might go 
away, after all, if I pleased. But you want to speak to that 
gentleman ; so I will wish you good morning." 

"You will represent to your parents all I have said? 
Then pray do not omit the last, — about what drpadlul people 
the Deerbrook people are, when they are angry; and how 
likely it is that they may be very angry with you some day, 
I advise you by all means to mention this." 

"Yes, certainly; thank you. I shall write this afternoon." 

" I wish Mrs. Rowland joy of her fledgeling," said Ender- 
by, as he joined Mr. Grey. 

** I was just thinking, as you and he came up, that a few 
lessons from the drill*serjeant at Blickley would do him no 
harm. Perhaps, however, your' sister will teach^ him to hold 
up his head better. I rather think he is a little scared with 
the rooks, is not he ? What in the world is your sister to do 
with him, now she has got him here ?" 

" I hope little Anna will lend him her cup and ball on rainy 
days." / • 

" Do you find him a simpleton t" 

•** I hardly know. • One must s^e him more than once to be 
quite sure. But enough of him for the present. I have just 
come from the comer-house ; but I am not going to talk about 
the Hopes either : aiid yet I have something out of the com- 
mon way to say to you, my good friend." 
' " I am glad you call me by that name," observed Mr. Grey, 
kindly. "I never could see, for the life of me, why men 
should look askance upon one another, because their relations 
(no matter on which side, or perhaps on both) happen to be 
more or less in the wrong." 

*' And there are other reasons why you and I should beware 
of being affected 1:^ the faults and weaknesses of our connex- 
ions, Mr. Grey, — and that is what I have now to say. I 
mean, because we may become connected ourselves. How 
will you like me for a relation, I wonder." 

" It is so, then." 

" It is so : and it is by Margaret's desire that I inform you 
of it now, before the circumstance becomes generally known. 
If you think Mrs. Grey will be gratified by early information, 
I believe I must beg that you will go home, and tell her directly. 
We are as fully aware as you can be, of the absurdity of this 
way of talking : but circumstances compel us to " 

" I know, I understand. People here have been persuaded 
that you were engaged to some other lady ; and you will b&ve 
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no help, 10 contradictiiig this, from your own iamilj, who 
may not like your marrying into our connexion so decidedly, 
-i-as I have heard the ladies say ahout our friend Hope." 

«• Just so." 

" Well, my opinion is, that it is of little consequence what 
your friends may say now, when time is so sure to justify 
your choice. There is no need for me to tell you that you 
are u happy man, Mr, Enderby. There is not a more an^ia. 
ble girl living than that cousin Margaret of mine* I charge 
you to make her happy, Enderby. I do not mean that I have 
any doubt of it ; but I charge you to make her happy." 

rhilip did not like to speak (any more than to do other 
things) without being pretty sure of doing it well. He was 
silent nowy because he could not well speak. He was any* 
thing but ashamed of hi& attachment to Margaret ; but he 
could not G|)efir^iia Hps upon it. 

<< I trust there is'the better chance of her being happy," 
continued Mr. Grey, ^that she is going to marr}' a man of 
somewhat less enthusiasm than her sister has chosen, Mr. 
Enderby." 

** Do not speak of that, Mr, Grey. We might not agree. 
I can only say that I am so fully sensible of my immeasurable 
inferiority to Hope..,I know I am hardly worthy to appre- 
ciate him... I cannot give yoU an idea of my sense of his su- 
periority... And to hear him set below me..." 

^* Do not mistake me, my dear friend. No one can value 
Mr. Hope more than I do, as indeed I have every reason to 
do. Only you see the eflfects of that unfortunate vote of his. 
That is just what I mean, now. If you had been in his place, 
I rather think you would have done what was prudent,— 
you wQuld not have run into an3rthing so useless as giving that 
vote, when there was not another person in Deerbrook to 
vote the same way. You would not, Enderby." , 

^< I trust I should, if I had had Margaret to keep me up to 
my duty." 

'< Well, well : I may be wrong ; but it vexes me to see anx- 
iety and sorrow in my cousin Hester's beautiful &ce : and that 
is the truth of it. But indeed, her husband is a fine fellow, 
and I respect him from the bottom of my soul ; and it makes 
me extremely happy to hear that Margaret has met with one 
whom I can as coi'dially approve. You have my hearty good 
wishes, I assure you. Now, when may I see my cousin, to 
wish her joy ? I must go home now, and let my family know 
about it, you say." 

** If you please ; for I mustiell Margaret how kindly you 
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Intve received whftt I had to oemnunicaile* She will be wait- 
inganxioosly." 

<' Why, she could not doubt my good-will, surely. How 
should I be otherwise than pleased? Nor have I any doubt of 
my wife's feeling. You stand very high in her good graces^ 
Bnderby, I can assure you. I was not fully aware of tfaos my. 
self, till I saw how yexed she was at hearing that you were 
engs^4 ^^ ^^ ^^^ abroad. She never could make out what 
Margaret was feeling about that : but she used to say to me, 
when we were by ourselves, that if Margaret was not hurt and 
angiy, she was. But I suppose the little gipsy was laughing 
at us and all Deerbrook all the time ; though she kept her 
graiity wonderfully." 

Phi]^ was not <Msposed to throw any light on this part of the 
ai^; and the gentlemen parted at the turnstile. After a 
few steps, Philip heard himself called. Mr. Grey was hasten- 
ing after him, to know whether this matter was to be spoken 
of or to remain <iuiet, after Mrs. Grey had been informed* 
He had perfectly understood that all Deerbrook was soon to 
know it ; but it was a different question whether his &mily 
were to be authorised to tell it. Mr. Enderby desired they 
would follow their ovm inclinations entirely. Margaret's 
only wish was, ^t her kind relations should be informed di- 
leotly from herself, before any body else but her friend, Miss 
Youi^ : and his own only desire was, that, on Margaret's ac- 
count, every one should understand that his engagement was 
to her, and not to any lady at Rome or elsewhere. Virtual 
mrevision having thus been made for the enlightenment of all 
Deerbrook in the course of the day, the gentlemen once more 
went their respective wayB. 

In her present mood of amiability, Mrs. Rowland determin. 
ed on giving the Greys the pleasure of a call from Mr. Wal* 
cot. In the afternoon, when Fanny was saying her catechism 
to her mama, and Mary was repeating a hymn to Sophia, Mrs. 
Rowland's well-known knock was heard, andsuiy religious feel- 
ings which might have been aroused in the minds of the little 
girls were put to flight by the sound. Sophia turned her feet 
off the sofa where she had been lying all day, that Mrs. Row- 
land might not suspect that she had sufiered from the mob- 
bing of the Hopes. The children were enjoined not to refer to 
it, and were recommended to avoid the subject of Miss Young 
also, if possible. 

The amazement and wrath of the par^ at hearing Mr. 
Waksot announeed was beyond expression. Mrs. Grey was 
sufficiently afraid of her neighbour to conftw herself to Dega« 
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tive rudenese* She did the most she dared in not looking at 
Mr. Walcot, or asking biih to sit down. He did not appear 
to miss her attentions, but seated himself beside her daughter, 
and remarked on the difference between Deerbrook and Chel- 
.tenham. Sophia made no intelligible replies^ and looked im- 
penetrably .reserved ; he therefore tried another subject, en- 
larged upon Mrs. Rowland's extreme kindness to him, and 
said that his parents wrote that they considered him a fortu^ 
nate youth in having met with a friend who would \>e a mo* 
ther or sister to him, now that he was no longer under the pa- 
rental wing. Sophia had intended to be quite distant and si^ 
lent ; but his long-winded praises of all the Rowlands were 
too much for her. She observed that it was generally consid- 
ered that there was nobodyin Deerbrook to compare with the 
family in the corner-house, — the Hopes and Miss Ibbotsoo. 
From this moment the itte'd'iite became animated; the 
speakers alternated rapidly and regularly : fi>r every virtue in 
a Rowland there was a noble quality in a Hope : for every ac« 
complishment in Matilda and Anna, there was a grace in *^ our 
dear Mr. Hope" or "our sweet Hester." Fanny and Maiy 
listened with some amusement to what they heard on either 
side of their pair of low stools. As sure as they were desir- 
ed particularly to avoid any subject with the Rowlands, they 
knew that their mother would presently be in the midst of it. 
The prohibition showed that her mind was full of it; aad 
.whatever her mind was full of was poured out upon Mrs. 
Rowland. The two ladies were presently deep in the riot^ and 
almost at high words about Miss Young. The girls looked at 
each other, and strove to keep the corners of their mouths in 
order. In the midst of the conflict of sentiment on these two 
subjects, Mrs. Rowland's ear caught what Sophia was sayinff, 
-—that there was one person in the same house with Mr. WJ- 
cot who properly estimated the Hopes, — Mr. Enderby, who 
was engaged to Margaret Ibbotson. While Mr. Walcot was 
carefully explaining that Mr. Enderby was not in the same 
house, Mr. Enderby having a bed at his mother's house still, 
though that house was already preparing for the reception of 
himself, its new tenant, Mrs. Rowland leaned forward with her 
most satirical air, and begged to assure Miss Grey that she 
had been misinformed, — that what she had just been saying 
was a mistake. 

Sophia looked at her mother in absolute terror, lest they 
should Nhave adopted a joke of her Other's for earnest. But 
Mrs. Grey was positive. Mrs. Rowland laughed more and 
more provokingly : Mrs- Grey grew more ami more angry; 
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and at last sent the little girls to see whether their father was 
at home, that he might bear his testimony. He came ; and 
in reply to his astonishment about what she could mean, Mrs. 
Rowland said that she did not deny that there was some pre- 
sent entanglement ; but that she warned Margaret's connex- 
ions not to suppose that her brother would ever be married to 
Miss Ibbotson. Mr. Grey observed that time would show, 
and inquired after Mrs. Enderby. The report of her was 
very flattering indeed. She was to be quite well now soon. 
Mr. Walcot's opinion of her case was precisely what Mrs. 
Rowland had always held. Mrs. Enderby's complaints were 
nervous, — nervous altogether. With retirement from com- 
mon acquaintsuices, and the society of the dear children, and 
the attendance of a servant (most highly recommended) who 
would not humour her fancies as PhoBbe had done; and, 
above all, with a medical attendant under the same roof for 
the present, she was to be quite well immediately. Mr. Wal. 
cot's countenance wore an expression of perfect delight at the 
prospect, and Mr. Grey's of the blackest displeasure. 

When the visitors were gone, Mr. Walcot being allowed to 
find his way out as he could, the little girls heard them dis- 
cussed in the way which might be expected, and were then de- 
sired to finish their catechism and hymn. Mama and Sophia 
were still flushed and agitated with what they had been hear- 
ing and saying, when the low, serious voices of Fanny and 
Mary recited, — the one an abjuration of all envy, malice, ha- 
tred, and uncharitableness, and the other — 

«« Teach me to feel for others' woe, 

To hide the fiaults I see ; 
The mercy I to others show, 

That mercy show to me." 

*• You have a warning, my dear," said Mrs. Grey to Fanny. 
"in the lady who was here just now, — a terrible warning 
against malice and all those faults. Yqu see how unhappy 
she makes every one about her, by her having indulged her 
temper to such a degree. You see " 

" Mary, my darling," said Mr. Grey, " repeat that hymn to 
me again — 

* Teach me to feel for others' woe, 
To hide the faults I see.' 

I/Ct us have that hymn over again, my dear child." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

GOIHG TO REST* 

Mb. Walcot had arrived nearly at the end of his letter to 
his parents, when summoned to attend Mrs. Rowland to call on 
the Greys. He was afterwards glad that he had lelt room to 
put in Uiat perhaps what Mr. Enderby had said about Deer- 
brook ought to be the less regarded, from its having come out 
that he was in an entanglement with the sister-in-law of this 
Mr. Hope, when he had rather have been engaged to another 
person, — being actually, indeed, attached to a lady now 
abroad. He represented that Mrs. Rowland evidently paid 
very little regard to her brother's views of Deerbrook aifbirs, 
now that his mind was in a state of distraction bctweoa his 
proper attachment and his new entan^ement. SoMs^frEa* 
derby's opinion ought not to go for more than it was wort))^ 

The letter was still not quite finished when he was called to 
Mrs. Enderby's. She was very ill, and Mr. Rowland and 
PhoBbe were alarmed. Philip was at the comer-house. Mrs. 
Rowland was gone to see Miss Young, to convince her that 
she must put herself into Mr. Walcot's hands immediately,— 
to declare, indeed, that she should send her own medical man to 
attend her dear children's governess. The argument occu- 

Sied some time, and Mts* Rowland's absence was protracted, 
f rs. Enderby had been extremely terrified, the evening be* 
fore, at the noises she had heard, and the light of the bonfire 
upon the sky. The children were permitted to carry to her 
all the extravagant reports that were afloat about Mr. Hope 
being roasted in the fire, the ladies being in the hands of the 
mob, and sdT forth ; and though her son-in-law had seen her 
before she settled for the night, and had assured her that 
every body was safe, ishe could not be tranquillised. She 
thought he was deceiving her for her good, and that the child- 
ren were probably nearest the truth. She was unable to 
close her eyes, and in the middle of the night told Phcebe that 
she could not be satisfied — she should not have a moment's 
peace, till she had seen some one of the dear people from the 
corner-house, to know from themselves that they were quite 
safe. Phcebe had found it difficult to persuade her that it was 
now two o'clock in the mornmg, and that they were all, no 
doubt, asleep in their beds. She passed a wretched night; 
and the next day, after Philip had succeeded in composing 
her, a strange gentleman was brought to her to prescribe for 
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her. This revived her terrors. She said she would ask na 
more questions, for all were in league to deceive her. Then 
she cried because she had said so harsh a thing, and begged 
that Phoebe would not expose it. Her weeping continued till 
Phoebe's 'heart was almost broken. The infallible drops fail- 
ed ; arrowroot was in vain ; the children were sent away as 
soon as they came in, as it would hurt their spirits, their mo- 
ther thought, to see distress of this kind. In the afternoon, 
quiet was prescribed by the authorities, and the old lady was 
left alone with Phoebe. To the weeping succeeded the spasms, 
80 violent that little Greorge was despatched with all speed to 
summon his uncle,' and Mr. Walcot was called away from 
crossing the ends of his letter. No one but he proposed send- 
ing for Mrs. Rowland ; and his hint to that effect was not 
taken. 

Philip arrived in a shorter time than could have been sup. 
posed possible.* Mr. Rowland then immediately disappeared. 
He had formed the heroic resolution of bringing Margaret into 
the house on his own responsibility, for Mrs. Enderby's relief 
and gratification. ; and he was gone to tell Margaret that he 
considered her now as Mrs. Enderby's daughter^ and was 
come to summon her to the sick bed. Philip presently dis- 
covered that the presence of some one from the Hopes, would 
be the best cordial that could be administered ; and he set forth 
on the same errand — ^to bring Margaret, that she might have 
his protection in case of his sister returning before her arrival 
Mrs. Rowland did return; and the two gentlemen, having 
taken different roads to ihb comer-house, (it being a matter 
of old dispute which was the shortest,) missed each other. 
Margaret was gone with Mr. Rowland before I^ilip arrived. 

** Here I will leave you," said Mr. Rowland to Margaret, 
on the steps of his own house. *< You will find Philip and 
PhoBbe up stairs^ and Mr. Walcot. I must go in search of 
Mr. Hope, and beg the fevour of him to tell me whether 
we are proceeding rightly with our patient. She is too ill for 
ceremony." 

Margaret wondered why, if this was the case, Mr. Rowland 
did not bring Edward to the patient at once; but she had her 
wonder to herself, for her escort was gone. The servant did 
not more than half open the door, and seemed unwillii^ to let 
Jlargaret enter ; but she passed in, saying that she must see 
Phoebe for a moment. She soon found that she was to be left 
standing on the mat ; for no person appeared, though she 
thought she heard whispers up stairs. Ned coming to peep 
from the study-door,' she beckoned him to her, and w&&^\»^ 
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shown to where Phoobe was. The child took her hand, aad 
kd her up stairs. At the top of the first flight she met the 
lady of the house^ who asked her, with an air of astonishment, 
what she wanted there 1 Margaret replied that Mr* Rowland 
had brought her to see Mrs. Enderby. That was impossible, 
thj8 lady replied. Mr. Rowland knew that Mrs. Enderby was 
too ill to receive visitors. She herself would send for Miss 
Ibbotson whenever it should be proper for Mrs. Enderby to ad^ 
mlt strangers. Margaret replied that she must see PhoBbe— 
that she should not retire till she had spoken to her^ or till Mr. 
Rowland's return. Mrs. Rowland sent Ned to desire tht 
servant to open the door for Miss IbbotSon ; and Margaret 
took her seat on a chair on the landing, saying that, refying 
on her title to be admitted to Mrs* Enderby, at the desire m 
her old friend herself, and of all the family but Mrs. Rowland, 
^e should wait till she could obtain admittance. 

How rejoiced was she, at this moment, to hear the house- 
door open, to hear the step sh6 knew so well, and to see Phi- 
Kp, and to have her arm drawn within his ! 

** Let us pass," said he to his sister, who stopped the way. 

'^ Rest a moment," said Margaret. '' Recover your breath 
a little, or we shall flurry her." 

'* She is flurried to death already," said Philip, in his deep- 
est tone of emotion* ^ Priscilla, our mother is dying ; — it is 
my belief that she is dpng. If you have any humanity, — ^If 
you have any regard fervour own future peace of mind, con- 
auct yoursetf decently now. Govern your own fiimily as yoa 
will, when you have lost your mother ; but hold off your hand 
from her last hours.'' 

" Your own last hours are to come," said Margaret. " As 
you wodd have Matilda be to you then, be you to your mother 
now." 

<< I must ascertain one thing, Philip," said Mrs. Rowbmd. 
" Does my mother know of what you call your engagement to 
Miss Ibbotson?" 

" She does not ; and the sole reason is, that I would not sub- 
ject her to what you mi^t say and do. I wished^for her own 
sake, to keep the whole affair out of her thoughts, when once 
I had removed the false impressions you had eiven her. Bat 
Margaret and I may see' fit to tell her now. I may see fit to 
give her the comfort of a daugfator who will be to her what 
you ought to have been." 

He gently drew his sister ftside^ to make way for Margaret 
to pass. 

'^la my owsn.kaasei/' exchimed Mra Rairiaad, in a lone 
of subdued rage. 
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« We should have been in the house over the way/' rq>lied 
her byother : " and we act as if we were there. Come, my 
Margaret, we are doing right." 

•• We are," replied Margaret ; but yet she trembled. . 

** I must go in first, and tell her that I have brought you," 
said Philip. ^ And yet I .do not like to leave y<H2i even for a 
moment." 

<* O, never mind ! I am not to be shaken now." 

Mrs. Rowland did not appear during the two lopg minutes 
that Margaret wsb left by herself in the dressing-room. When 
Philip came for her, he said, 

** You must not leave her again. You will stay, will not 
yoii? You shall be protected ^ but you must stay. I shall 
tell her how we stand to each other, — we will tell her, — care- 
fully, for she cannot bear much emotion.-— You are tired,r — 
you must be tired," he continued, looking at her with anxiety, 
4«but " 

" Do not speak of it. I did sleep last night, and there will 
be time enough for sleep when duty is done, — ^the duty for 
which I have longed ever since I knew what duty was." And 
her eyes swam in tears. 

Phcebe's face was a dismal sight,— too dismal for the sick. 
room, for so many hours had she been in tears. She was dis. 
missed to refresh herself with a turn in the garden. It was 
Philip's doing that she was at baud at all. Mrs. Rpwland had 
ordained that she should go ; but Philip had supported the girl 
in her resolution to bear anything, rather than leave her mis- 
tress while it was essential to her mistress's comfort that she 
should stay. 

Mrs. Eaderby was in great pain ; but yet not suffering too 
much to be comforted by finding that all were safe and well in 
the corner-house. She even smiled when the others laughed 
fit the ridiculous stories with which the children had assaulted 
her imagination. She thought it was very wrong for people 
to ftibricate such things, and tell them to children : — ^they might 
chance to put some extremely old babies into a terrible fright. 
-—She was soothed in the very midst of a spasm, by hearing 
that Margaret would stay with her as long as she liked, if it 
would be of any comfort to her. In answer to her surprise, 
and almost alarm at such a blessing-, Philip scdd that Margaret 
wished it as a pleasure, and asked it as a sort of right. Now, 
could she not guess any reason why it was a sort of right of 
Margaret's to attend upon her like a daughter ? Tes, — it was 
so indeed ! — Margaret was to be her daughter — some time or 
otheik — ^when her big boy should have learned aU his lessons^ 
as little Greorge would say. 
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<< I am thankful ! — Indeed I am thankful, my dears, to hear 
this. But, my loves, that will be too late for me. I rejoice 
indeed ; but it will be too late for me." 

" Well, then, let me be your daughter now." 

The old lady clasped her arms about Margaret, and endured 
her next psuroxysm with her head upon her young friend's 
shoulder. 

** I have a daughter already," said she, when she revived a 
little ; " but I have room in my heart for another ; and I al- 
ways had you in my heart, my love, from the first moment I 
saw you." 

**^ You hold all the world in your heart, I think." • 

" Ah ! my love, you flatter me. I mean I took to you paif- 
ticularly from the very hour I saw you — ^you have always 
been so kind and gentle with me !'^ 

Margaret's heart swelled at the thought that any one could 
ever have been otherwise than kind and gentle to one so lowly 
and so loving. 

Nothing more could be done than was done. for the sufferer. 
Hope saw her, at Mr. Rowland's desire, and said this. He left 
directions with Margaret, and then declined staying where his 
presence could be of no use, and caused much annoyance. 
Mrs. Enderby was sinking rapidly. The probability was, that 
a few hours would end the struggle. Mrs. Rowland was much 
alarmed and shocked. She went and came between the draw- 
ing-room and her mother's chamber, but talked of the claims 
of her children at such a time, and persuaded herself that her 
duty lay chiefly with them. Others wanted no persuasion 
about the matter. They were too glad to have her dispose 
herself where she would be out of her mother's way. Mrs, 
Enderby boked round now and then, and seemed as if on the 
point of asking for her, but that her courage failed. At last, 
about eight in the evening, when Mrs. Rowland had come in 
soflly , and Phoebe had met her at the door, to say something 
very unceremonious^ Mrs. Enderby's voice was heard. 

" Phoebe, I hope you are not preventing any person from 
coming in. I should wish to see my daughter. Priscilla, my 
dear, let me see you. Come to me, my dear." 

Mrs. Rowland's face was very pale, and her brow told of a 
dreadful head-ache. There was a dark expression in her 
countenance, but the traces of irritability were gone. She 
was subdued for the hour. 

** My dear daughter," said Mrs. Enderby, " I may not be 
able at another time to thank you as I shotdd like, for all the 
care you have taken of me : — nor can I now do it as I could 
nrjsh ; but I thank you, my love." 



Mrs. Rowlcmd involuntarily cast a glance at her brother 
and Margaret, to see how they took tMs ; but their eyes were 
fixed on her mother. 

♦* And I can only say," continued Mrs. Enderby, ** that I am 
aware that you must have had many things to bear from me* 
I must haveTieen much in your way, and often . . . ." 

Margaret and Philip implored her to say nothing of this 
kind ; they could not bear it from one who was all patience her« 
self, and gave no cause for forbearance in others. Mrs* Rowland 
did not speak — perhaps because she could not. 

*< Well, well ; I will not dwell upon these things. You are 
all very kind. I only wanted to say that I was sensible of . . • 
of many- things. — Priscilla . . . . '^ 

** Mother !" said she, starting. 

** This dear young friend ^ of ours, — she calls herself my 
daughter, bless her !-— is to be your sister, my love. Philip 
has been telling me • • . . Let me see .... Give me the 
pleasure of seeing . • . •" 

Margaret could have opened her arms to any spectre from 
the pale kingdoms at a moment like this, and under the im* 
ploring eye of Airs. Enderby. She disengaged her hand 
from that of her old friend, and took Mrs. Rowland's, offering 
to kiss her cheek. Mrs. Rowland returned the kiss, with some 
little visible agitation. 

** Thank you, my dears !" said Mrs. Enderby, in a strong 
voice of satisfaction. She had made a great effort. Hier 
speech now failed her ; but they thought she would have said 
something about the children. 

** The children .... "said Mrs. Rowland, rather eagerly. 
She turned, and went slowly out of the room. The moment 
the door was shut, there was a heavy fall. 

She had fainted on the outside. ^ 

Her mother heard it hot. When Mrs. Rowland was found to 
tie reviving, the children were brought to their grandmama's 
room. They quietly visited the bed, one by one, and with so- 
lemnity kissed the wasted cheek, — the first time they had ever 
kissed grandmama withput retura The baby made its remarlh: 
upon this in its own way. As it had often done before, it pat- 
ted the cheek rather roughly : several hands were instasjtly 
stretched out to stop its play ; it set up a cry, and was hurried 
out of the room. 

By the middle of the night, Margaret was longing to be at 
home and alone. It was all over. She was ashamed to think 
of her own share of the loss while witnessing Philip's manly 
grief, or even while seeing how Pho^ lamented, and how 
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Mr. Rowland himself was broken down ; bat not the less for 
this was her heart repeating, till it was sick of itself '* I have 
lost another mother." 

She did not see Mrs. Rowland again. 

In the earliest grey of the morning, Mr. Rowland took Mar- 
caret home. As they stood on the steps, waiting to be let 
m, she observed that the morning star was yellow and bright 
in the sky. As soon as the sun had risen, the toll of the 
church bell conveyed to every ear in Deerbrook the news that 
Mrs. Enderby was dead. Perhaps there might have beea 
compunction in the breasts of some who had been abroad on 
Saturday night, on hearing the universal remark that it must 
have been rather sudden at last. 



CHAPTERIX. 

MOVINO ONWARD. 

The world rolls on, let what will be happening to the indi- 
viduals who occupy it. The sun rises and sets, seed-time 
and harvest come and ^b, generations atrise and pass 
away, law and authority hold on their course, while hundreds 
of millions of human hearts have stirring within them struggles 
and emotions eternally new, — an experience so diversified as 
that no two days appear alike to any one, and to no two does 
any one day appear the same. There is something so striking 
in this perpet^ contrast between the external uniformity and 
internal variflp of the procedure of existence, that it is no 
wonder that latitudes have formed a conception of Fate, — 
of a mighty unchanging power, blind to the differences of 
spirits, and deaf to the appeals of human delight and misery; 
a huge insensible ' force, beneath which all that is spiritual is 
sooner or later wounded, and is ever liable to be crushed. 
This conception of Fate is grand, is natural, and fully war- 
ranted to mmds too lofly to be satisfied with the details of hu- 
man life, but which have not risen to the far higher conception 
of a Providence to whom this uniformity and variety are but 
means to a higher end than they apparently involve. There 
is infinite blessing in havuig reached the nobler conception ; 
the feeling of helplessness is relieved ; the craving for sym- 
pathy from the ruling power is satisfied ; there is a hold for 
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yeneratioD; there is room for hope : there i9y above all, the stimu. 
lus and support of an end perceived or anticipated ; a purpose 
which steeps in sanctity all human experience. Yet even where 
this blessing is the most fully felt and recognized, the spirit cannot 
but be at times overwhelmed by the vast regularity of aggregate 
existence,— thrown back upon its faith for support, when it re- 
flects how 'all things go on as they did before it became con- 
scions of existence, and how all would go on as now, if it were 
to die to-day. On it rolls, — ^not only the great globe itselt^ 
but the life which stirs and hums on its surfo^e, enveloping it 
like an atmosphere ;— on it rolls; and the vastest tumult mat 
may take place among its inhabitants can no more make it- 
self seen and heard above the general stir and hum of life, 
than Chimborazo or the loftiest Himalaya can lift its peak 
into space above the atmosphere. 

On, on it rolls; and the strong arm of tiie united race 
could not turn from its course one planetary mote of the my- 
riads that swim in space : no shriek of passion nor shrill song 
of joy, sent up from a group of nations on a continent, could 
attain the ear of the eternal Silence, as she sits throned among 
the stars. Death is less dreary than life in this view — ^a view 
which at times, perhaps, presents itself to every mind, but 
which speedily vanishes before the faith of those who, with 
the heart, believe that they are not the accidents of Fate, but 
the children of a Father. In the house of every wise parent 
may then be seen an epitome of life, — a sight whose consola- 
tion is needed at times, perhaps, by all. Which of the little 
children of a virtuous household can conceive of his entering 
into his parent's pursuits, or interfering with them ? How sa- 
cred are the study and the office, the apparatus of a knowledge 
and a power which he can only venerate ! ^^^ o^ these 
little ones dreams of disturbing the com*se oPtm parent's 
thought or achievement 1 Which of them conceives of Uie daily^ 
routine of the household — iha going forth and coming in, its ris- 
ing and its rest — having been difrerent before lus birth, or 
that it would be altered by his absence? It is even 
a matter of surprise to him when it now and then occurs to 
him that there is anything set apart for him, — ^that he has 
clothes and couch, and that his mother thinks and cares for 
him. If he lags behind in a walk, or finds himself alone among 
the trees, he does not ilream of being missed : but home 
rises up before him as he has always seen it — ^his father 
thoughtful, his mother occupied, and the rest gay, with^the 
one difference of his not being there. Thus he believes, 
and has no other trust than in Ms shrieks of terror, for beia^ 
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ever remembered more. Yet, aH the «Hbite, Aom daj to day, 
from year to year, without one moment's intermission, is the 
proyidence of his parent around him, brooding over the work- 
mgs of liis infant spirit, chastening its passions, noarieAiing its 
aroctions, — ^now troubling it with salutary pain, now animat- 
ing it with even more wholesome delight. All thewhile is the 
order of household afiairs regulated fi>r the comfort and profit 
of these lowly little ones, though they regard it reverently 
because they cannot comprehend it. They may not know ol 
all this, — ^how their guardian bends over their pillow nightly, 
and lets no word of their careless talk drop unheeded, haUs 
every brightening gleam of reason, and records every sob of 
infant grief, and every chirp of childish ^ee,— 4hey may not 
know this, because they could not understand it aright, and 
each little heart would be inflated with pride, each little mind 
would lose the grace and purity of its unconsciousness ; but 
the guardianship is not the leas real,oottstant and tender, for its 
being unrecognized by its objects. As the spirit expands, and 
perceives that it is one of an innumerable l&mily, it would be 
in danger of sinking into the despair of loneliness if it were 
not capable of 

"belief 
In mercy carried infinite degrees 
Beyond the tenderness of human hearts,** 

while the very circumstance of multitude obviates the danger 
of undue elation. But, though it is good to be lowly, it be- 
hoves every one to be sensible of the guardianship of which 
so many evidences are around all who bseathe. While the 
world and life roll on and on, the feeble reason of the child of 
Providenca|pay be at times overpowered with the vastness of 
the system aTnidst which he lives ^ but his fai^ will smile upon 
his £^r, rebuke him for averting his eyes, and inspire him with 
the thought, ^Nothing can crush me, for I am made for eter- 
nity. I will do, suffer and enjoy, as my Father wills : and let 
the world and life roll on !' 

&mh is the faith which su]:^rts, which alone can support, 
the ^t^any wiio, having been whirled in the eddying stream of 
social af&irs, are withdrawn, by one cause or another, to 
abide, in some still little creek, the passage of the mighty tide. 
The broken-down statesman, who knows himself to be spoken 
of as polttic€dly dead, and sees his successors at work building 
on his foundations, without more than a passing thought on 
who had laboured before them, has need of this faith. The 
ag^e^ who /ind aflairs proceeding at the will of the young and 
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hardy, whatever the grey-haired may think and say, have 
need of this faith. So have the sick, when they find none but 
themselves disposed to look on life in the light Which comes 
from beyond the grave. So haye the persecuted, when, with 
or without cause, they see themselves pointed at in the streets ; 
and the despised, who find themselves neglected, whichever 
way they turn. So have the prosperous^^during those moments 
which must occur to all, when sympathy fails, and means to 
much-desired ends are wanting, c^ when satiety makes the 
spirit roam abroad in search of something better than it has 
found. This universal, eternal, filial relation, is the only uni'^ 
versal and eternal refuge. It is the solace of royalty weeping 
in the inner chambers of its palaces, and of poverty drooping 
beside its cold hearth. It is the glad tidings preached to the 
poor, and in which all must be poor in spirit to have part. If 
they be poor in spirit, it matters little what is their external 
state, or whether the world which rolls on beside or over them, 
be the world of a solar system, or of a conquering' empire, or 
of a small-souled village. 

It now and then seemed strange to Hope, his wife and sis- 
ter, — now and then, and for a passing moment, — that while 
their hestrts were full of emotions,, and their hands occupied 
with the vicissitudes of their lot, the little world around them, 
which was wont to busy itself so strenuously with their affairs, 
should iHTork its yearly round as if it heeded them not As 
often as they detected themselves* in this thought, they smiled 
it ; for might not each neighbour say the same of them as 
constituting a part of the surrounding world. Was there a 
cottage wheife some engrossing interest did not d^fy sympa- 
thy ; where there was not some secret joy,, some heart-sore, 
hidden from every eye ; some important ch^ge» while all 
looked as familiar as the thatch and paling, and the faces 
which appeared within them ? Yet there seemed something 
wonderful in the regularity with which affairs proceeded. 
The hawthorn hedges blossomed, and the corn was green in 
the furrows : the saw of the carpenter was heard from day to 
day, and the anvil of the blacksmith rang. The letter-carrier 
blew his horn as the times came round ; the children shouted 
in the road ; and their parents bought and sold, planted and 
delved, ate and slept, as they had ever done, and as if existence 
were as mechanical as the clock which told the hours without 
fail from the grey steeple. Amidst all this, how great were 
the changes in the corner-house ! 

In the early spring, the hearts of the dwellers in th^t house 
bad been, though far less dreary than in the winter, still heavy 
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at times with care. Hester thought that she should neyer 
again look upon the palm houghs of the willow, swelling with 
sap and full of the hum of- the early bees, or upon the bright 
green sprouts of the gooseberry in the cottage gardens, or 
upon the earliest primrose of the season upon its moist bank, 
without a vivid recollection of the anxieties of this first spring 
season of her nmrried life. The balmy month of May, ricH 
in its tulips and lilacs and guelder roses, was sacred to Mar- 

faret, from the sorrow whK^h it brought in the death of Mrs. 
inderby. She wandered under the he<^e-rows with Philip, 
during the short remainder of his stay, and alone when he 
was gone ; and grew ioto better acquaintance with her own 
state of heart and mind, and into higher hope for the future of 
all whom she loved most. When the mowers were in the 
field, and the chirping fledgelings had become birds of the air, 
and the days were at the longest, her country rambles became 
more precious, for they must henceforth be restricted ; — ^they 
must be scarcer and shorter. In the place of the leisure and 
solitude for books in her own room and for meditation in the 
field, — ^leisure and solitude which had been to this day more 
dreamed -of than enjoyed, she must now betake herself to more 
active duty. The maid Susan was discharged at Midsummer : 
and not only Susan. After ample consultation with Morris, 
it was decided that Charles must go too, his place being in 
part sui^lied by a boy of yet humbler pretensions ow of the 
house, who should carry out the medicines from the surgery, 
and do the errands of the famil}^ Morris spoke . cheerfully 
enough of these changes, smiled as if amused at the idea of 
her leaving her young ladies ; and did not doubt but that, if 
Miss Margaret would lend her a lielping hand sometimes, she 
should be able to preserve the credit of the family. 

There .was something more to be done than to lend this 
helping hand in the lighter domestic ofHces. Their Midsum- 
mer remittance had been eagerly looked for by the sisters, not 
only because it was exceedingly wanted for the current ex- 
penses of the household, but because it was high time that pre- 
parations were begun for the great event of the autumn, — the 
birth of Hester's httle one. During this summer, Mai^ret 
was up eeurly, and was busy as Morris herself about the house 
till break&st, and for some time after Hope had gone forth on 
his daily round, — now so small that he soon returned to his 
books and his pen in the study. The morning hours passed 
pleasantly away, while Hester and Margaret sat at work by 
the window which looked into their garden, now, by Sydney's 
csLTB, trimmed up into a state of promise once more. Hester 
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was 90 much happier, sm> re€isonabIe, so brave, amidst her sink- 
ing fortunes, that Margaret could scarcely have been gayer 
than in plying her needle by her side. Their cares lay chiefly 
out of doors now : the villagers behaved rudely to Edward, 
and cherished Mr. Walcot ; Mrs. Rowland took every oppor- 
tunity of insulting Margaret and throwing discredit on her en- 
gagement ; and the Greys caused their cousins much uneasi- 
ness by the spirit in which they conducted their share of the 
grc^t controversy of the place. These troubles awaited the 
corner-house family abroad ; but their peace was perpetually 
on the increase at home. Morris and they were so completely 
in one interest, Edward was so easily pleased, and they were 
so free J&om jealous dependants, that they could carry their 
economy to any extent that suited their conscience and conve- 
nience. One superfluity after another vanished from the 
table ; every day something which had always been a want 
was discovered to be a fancy ; and with every new act of fru- 
gality, each fresh exertion of industry, their spirits rose with 
ar sense of achievement, and the complacency proper to cheer- 
ful sacrifice. In the evenings of their busy days, the sisters 
went out with Edward into their garden; or -into the meadows, 
or spent aci hour in the Greys' pretty shrubbery. Maria often 
saw them thus, and thought how happy are they who can ramble 
abroad, and find their cares dispersed J[)y the breeze, or dis- 
solved in the sunahine of the fields. The little Rowlands 
sometimes met them in the lanes: and the younger ones 
would thrust upon them the wild flowers which Mr. Walcot 
had helped them to gather, while Mrs. Rowland and Matilda 
would draw down their black crape veils, and walk on with 
scarcely a passing salutation. Every such meeting with the 
lady, every civil bow from Mr. Walcot, every tale which Mrs. 
Grey and Sophia had to tell against the new sui^eon, seemed 
to do Hester good, and make her happier. These things were 
appeals to her magnanimity ; and she could bear for Edward's 
sake many a trial which she could not otherwise have endured. 
All this told upon the intercourse at home ; and Morris's 
heart was often cheered^, as she pursued her labours in kitchen 
or chamber, with the sound of such merry- laughter as had 
seldom been heard in the family, during the anxious winter 
that had gone by. It seemed as if nothing depressed her 
young ladies now. There was frequent intelligence of the 
going over of another patient to Mr. Walcot ; the summer 
was not a favourable one, and everybody else was complain- 
ing of unseasonable weather, of the certainty of storms in the 
autumn, of blight, and the prospect of scarcity ; yet^ thou^ 
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Mr. Grey shook his head, and the parish-clerk could never be 
seen but with a doleful prophecy in his mouth, Morris's young 
master and mistresses were gay as she could desire. She was 
piously thankful for Margaret's engagement ; for she con. 
cliided that it was by means of this that other hearts were 
working round into their true relation, and into a peace which 
the world, with all its wealth and favours, can neither make 
nor mar. 

In one of Margaret's hedge-row rambles with Philip, a few 
days, after his mother's funeral, she had been strongly urged 
to leave Deerbrook and its troubles behind her, — to marry at 
once, and be free from the trials from which he could not pro. 
tect her, if she remained in the same place with Mrs. Rowlsuid. 
But Margaret steadily refused. 

" You will be wretched," said Philip ; " you will be wretch- 
ed, — I know you will,^^the moment I am gone." 

"I never was less likely to be wretched. Mrs. Rowland 
cannot make me so, and other people will not. I have every 
expectation of a happy summer, which I mention for your 
sake ; for I do not like to~ indulge in that sort of anticipation 
without some such good reason as comforting you." 

" You cannot be happy here. Priscilla will never let you 
have an easy day, while she fancies she can separate us* 
When I think of the pertinacity with which she disowns you, 
the scorn with which she speaks about you, even in my pre- 
sence, I see that nothing will do. but your being mine at once." 

" That would not mend the matter. Our haste and impru- 
denpe would go to countenance the scandal she spreads. Why 
cannot we rather live it down ?" 

" Because your spirit will be broken in the meantime. Mar- 
garet, I must be your guardian. ■ This is my first duty, and 
an absolute necessity. If you will not go with me, I will not 
leave this place : and if my plan of life is broken up, you will 
be answerable for it. It was your plan, and you may de- 
molish it if you choose." 

** I have a plan of life too," said Margaret. ** It is, to do 
the duty that lies nearest at hand ; and the duty that lies 
nearest at hand is, to keep you up to yours. After this, there 
is one which lies almost as close. I cannot leave Hester and 
Edward till this crisis in their fortunes is past. I am bound 
to them for the present." 

" What are their claims to mine f 

" Nothing, if they were fortunate, as I trust they yet may 

be ; — ^nothing, if you had followed your plsui of life up to the 

point when we may carry it out together. We are wrong, 
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Philip, in even thinking of what you say. You must g6 and 
study law, and you must go without me. Indeed, I could not 
be happy ta join you yet. Your good name would sufier from 
what* Mrs. Rowland might then say. Your future prospects 
would suffer from the interruption of your preparation for your 
profession. I should feel that I had injured t^ou, and deserted 
my own duty. Indeed, Philip, I could not be happy." 
"And how happy do you imagine we shall be apart!" 
Margaret gave him a look which said what words could 
not^ — ^what it was to be assured of his love. What, it seemed 
to ask, could all the evil tongues in the world do to poison this 

jpy? 

** Besides," said she, " I have the idea that I could not be 
spared ; and there is great pleasure in that vanity. Edward 
and Hester cannot do without me at present." 

*' You may say so at any future time." . . 

" No : when thfe right time comes they will not want me. 
O, Philip ! you are grieved for them, and you long to see them 
prosperous. Do not tempt me to desert them now. They 
want my help ; they want the. little money I have ; they want 
my hands and head. Let this be your share of the penalty 
Mrs. Rowland imposes on us all, — ^to spare me to them while 
their adversity lasts." 

*" I would not be selfish, Margaret, — I would not trespass 
upon your wishes and your duty, — ^but the truth is, I some- 
times fear that I may have some heavier penalty even than 
this to pay for Priscilla's temper.- Ah ! you wonder what can 
be heavier. Rememher she has put misunderstanding between 
us before." 

" But she never can again. Ours was then merely a tacit ' 
understanding. Now, supposing^ me ever to hear what she 
may hint or say, do you imagine I should give the slightest 
heed to it? I would not believe her news of a person I had 
never seen, and do you think she can make the slightest im- 
pression on me with regard to you f 

*<It seems unreasonable at this moment; but yet, I have a 
superstitious dread of the power of spirits of evil." 

" Superstitious, indeed ! I defy them all, now that we have 
once understood each other. If she were able to do far more 
than she can, — if she could load the winds with accusations 
against you, — if she could haunt my dreams, and raise you up 
in visions mocking at me, — I believe she could not move me 
now. Before, I blamed myself, — I thought I was lost in van* 
ity and error : now that I have once had certainty, we are 
safe." 

I* 



i 



102 IHEBRBROOK. 

" You are right, I trust, — ^I believe it. But there is a long 
hard battle to be fought yet. It fills me with shame to think 
how she t^ats you in every relation you have. She is cruel 
to Maria Young. She hopes to reach you through her. Ah ! 
you will hear nothing of it froip Maria, I dare say; but she 
spoke Infamously to her this morning, before Mrs. Levitt. 
Mrs. Levitt happened to be sitting with Maria, when Priscilla 
and one or two of her children went in. Mrs. Levitt spoke 
of us : Priscilla denied our engagement : Maria asserted it, — 
very gently, but quite decidedly. Priscilla reminded her of 
her poverty and infirmities, spoke of the gratitude she owed to 
those from whom she derived her subsistence, and reproached 
her with having purposes of her own to answer, in making 
matches in the families of her employers." 

"And Maria?" 

"Maria trembled excessively, the children say, weak and 
reduced by pain as she is. One can hardly conceive of tem- 
per carrying any Woman into such cruelty \ Mrs. Levitt rose, 
in great concern and displeasure, to go : but Maria begged 
her to sit down again, sent one of the children for me, and ap- 
pealed to me to declare what share she had had in my engage- 
ment with you. I set h'er right with Mrs. Levitt, who, I am con- 
vinced, sees how the matter stands. But it was really a dis* 
tressing scene." 

*• And before the children too ?" 

" That was the worst part of it. They stood looking from 
the furthest corner of the room in utter dismay. It would 
have moved any one but Priscilla to see the torrent of tears 
Maria shed over them, when they came timidly to wish her 
good morning, afler Mrs. Levitt was gone. She said she 
could do nothing more for them ; they had been taught to de- 
spise her, and her relation to them was at an end." 

•* It is ; it must be," exclaimed Margaret. " Is there no 
way of stopping a career of vice like this ? While Mrs. Plum- 
stead gets a parish boy whipped for picking up her hen's eggs 
from among the nettles, is Maria to have no redress for slan- 
der which takes away her peace and her bread ?" 

" She shall have redress. For the child'^n's sake, as well 
as her own, her Connexion with them must go on. I do not 
exactly see how; but the thing must be done. I dread 
speaking to poor Rowland about any of these things; I 
know it makes him so wretched ; but the good and the inno- 
cent must not be sacrificed. If these poor children must 
despise somebody, their contempt must be made to fall in the 
right placOf even though it be upon their mother." 
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♦• Let us go and see Maria/' swd Margaret, turning back. 
•Hf there is a just and merciful way of proceeding in this case, 
she will point it out. 1 wish you had told me all this before. 
Here have we been rambling over the grass and among the 
wild, flowers, where, at the best, Maria can never go ; and she 
lies weeping all alone, looking for me, I dare say, every mo- 
ment ! Let us make haste." 

Philip made all the haste that was compatible with gather- 
ing a handful of wild hyacinth and meadow narcissus for poor 
Maria. He found himself farther from success than ever, 
when he would have again urged Margaret to marry at once. 
A new duty seemed to have sprung up to keep her at Deer- 
brook. Mstria wanted her. Her summer work lay clear be- 
fore her. She must nurse and cheer Maria, she must ply her 
needle for Hester, and play the housewife, spending mapy of 
her hours in the business of living ; a business which is often 
supposed to transact itself, but which in reality requires all the 
faculties which can be brought to it, and all the good moral 
habHs which conscience can originate. The most that PhHip 
could ol)tain was, permission to come when his duties would 
fairly allow it, and a promise that he should be summoned, 
if Margaret found herself placed in any difficulty by Mrs. 
Rowland. 

Maria was not now literally alone ; nor did she depend on 
her hostess or on Margaret for nursing and companionship. 
It occurred to all the kindest of her friends, immediately aifler 
Mrs. Enderby's death, that Phoebe might be her attendant. 
Phoebe was not, just then, the most cheerful of nurses, so truly 
did she mourn her good old mistress ; but she was glad of oc- 
cupation, glad to be out of Mrs. Rowland's way, glad to be 
useful ; and she was an inestimable comfort to Maria. 

Nothing could be done about placing the children again un- 
der Maria's care, when she had recovered. Mr. Rowland 
was naturally unwilling to stir in the business, euid saw that 
the best chance for his children was to send them to school at 
a distance from Deerbrook : and Maria had been too grossly 
insulfed in the presence of her pupils to choose to resume her 
authority. The Greys took her up with double zeal, as the 
Rowlands let her down. They assured her that her little in- 
come should not suffer for her being able to devote all her time 
to Fanny and Mary. The money, indeed, was nothing to 
Mrs. Grey, in comparison with the pleasure it procured her. 
It put her upon equal terms with Mrs. Rowland, at last. She 
did not know how it was, but it was very difficult to patronise 
Mr. Hope. He always contrived to baffle her ^wisa* E^il 
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here was an unconoected person thrown upon her care ; and if 
Mrs. Rowland had a young surgeon to push, Mrs. Grey had an 
inconiparahle goyemess, how all to herself. 



CHAPTER X. 

OLD AND TOUNG. 

' , - - ■ ' 

OivB of the chara6teristics of this summer at Deerhrook was 
the rival parties of pleasure with which the village was en- 
tertained. There had been rival parties of pleasure the pre- 
ceding year ; but from a different cause ! Then, all V^ere 
anxious to do honour to Hester and Margaret, or to show off 
in their eyes : now, the efforts made were, on the one hand, to 
mortify, and on the other, tQ sustain them. The Rowlands 
had a carriage party to the woods one week, and the Greys a 
cavalcade to the flower-show at Blickley the n^xt. The Row- 
lands gave a dinner to introduce Mr. Walcot to more and 
more of their country neighbours ; and the Greys had a dance 
in the green walk for the young people of the village. The 
Rowlands went to a strawberry gathering at Sir William 
Hunter's ; and the Greys, with all their faction, as Mrs. Row- 
land called it, were invited to a syllabub under the cow, at the 
Miss Andersons' breaking-up for the holidays. 

All pretence of a good understanding between the^ two fami- 
lies was now at an end. They ceased to invite each other, 
and scrambled for their mutual acquaintances. The best of 
their mutual acquaintances saw no reason for taking part in 
the quarrel, and preserved a strict neutrality; -and the worst 
enjoyed being scrambled for. The Levitts visited both fami- 
lies, and entertained everybody in return, as if nothing was 
happening. Sir William and Lady Hunter ale their annual 
dinner with each, and condescended to pay two or thite ex- 
tra visits, to Mrs. Rowland, without making a point of a full 
moon. Every circumstance that happened afforded occasion 
for comment, of course. Mrs. Grey thought it very improper of 
the Rowlands to indulge in all this gaiety while they were in 
deep mourning. It was painful to her feelings, she owned, to 
hear the children shouting with laughter while they were a;ll 
bombazine and crape, from head to foot ; she had hoped to 
see the memory of her dear old friend treated with more res- 
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pect. Ifl vain did Mr. Hope plead Mrs. Baderby's delight in 
the mirth of children, and that their innocent gaiety would 
/tsheer her in her grave, if it could reach her there. In 
vain did Hester urge the danger and sin of training the little 
creatures to hypocrisy — a probable result, if they were to be 
kept solemn and unamused to the day when they might put off 
their mourning. Mrs. Grey felt herself only the more called 
upon by all this to furnish the amount of sighs and tears which 
she believed to be due to Mrs. Enderby's memory. Margaret 
rather sided with her, — it was so sweet to her to hear Philip's 
mother mourned. 

Mrs. Grey's tears werie, however, interspersed with smiles. 
On the day of the Rowland's great dinner-psurty, when all was 
to be so stately for the Hunters, when the new dessert service 
was prc>cured from Staffordshire, the fish had not arrived from 
London. This was certainly fact ; the fish had come by the 
coach the next morning. And what wa? still more remarka. 
ble, it had not occurred to Mrs. Rowland that such an accident 
fnight happen, — was very likely to happen ; and, as if she had 
been an inexperienced hous^eeper, she had not any dish in re- 
serve, in case of the non-arriyal of the fish. It was said that 
Mrs. Rowland had sajt down to table with a face perfectly 
crimson with* anxiety fuid vexation. To such a temper aa 
hers, what a vexation it must have been ! There was a coun- 
terpart to this story for Mrs. Rowland. She fancied that Mrs. 
Grey's friends, the Andersons, roust have looked rather fool- 
ish on occasicMi of their great syllabub party. She hoped 
the Miss Andersons, trained their pupils better than their 
cows : they had a sad obstreperous cow, she understood^ 
Some of the young ladies had lured it up the lawn with a pota- 
to, and got it to stand still to be milked ; but, when somebody 
began to sing, (she had no doubt it was Miss Ibbotson who 
sang), the poor animal found the music was not to its taste, 
and, of course, it kicked away the china bowl, and pranced 
down die lawn again. There was a dirge sung over the syl- 
labub, no doubt. The poor Miss Andersons must have been 
terribly annoyed. 

The good understanding of the gentlemen seemed all this 
time to be uninterrupted. They had much to put up with at 
home on this account ; but their good-humour towards each 
other remained unbroken. Mr. Rowland's anxious face, and 
his retirement within the enclosure of his own business, told 
his neighbours something of what he had to go through at 
home. Mrs. Grey was vexed with her husband that he did 
not visit Hope's misfortunes upon Mr. Rowland, and call the 
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husband to account for the mischief the wife had caused ; and 
Hester more than once expressed some resentment agamst 
her relation for not espousing Edward's cause more warmly. 
Hope told her this was not reasonable. 

<< Remember/' said he, as they sauntered in their garden, 
one evening, ^ that these gentlemen must be more weary than 
we are, (which is saying'a great deal,) of these perpetual 
squabbles ; and they must earnestly desire to have peace in the 
counting-house. God forbid that their dominicHis should be in- 
vaded for our sake !" • 

** Not for our sake only, but for the sake of justice." 

«* Everything depends on . the sort of men you have to 
deal with, in such cases as this. You milst not e^cpect too 
much. Here are two kind-hearted men, bound to each other 
by mutual good.will and mutual interest. There is no other 
resemblance between them, excep't that they' are both over- 
powered, — ^made rather cowardly by the circumstances of 
>)lheir environment. Once departing from their plan of keep- 
ing the peace, they would be plunged into quarrel. They 
view things so di^rently, from the differences of their minds, 
that their only safety is in avoiding altogether all subjects of 
Deerbook contention. If you expect ^he heroism of devoted 
friendship, or of an enthusiastic sense of justice from such 
men, you will not find it. We must take them as they are." 
-^ " And humbly accept such countenance as they choose to be- 
stow?" 

" Take it or leave it, as you will. There is no use in 
quarrelling with them for not being what they are not—- that is 
all. Be generous with them, and do not expect from them 
the conduct which they have a right to expect from you." . 

"I rather wonder," observed Margaret, "that they have 
had the courage to so so far as they do, in bearing testi- 
mony in your favour. • 

" They have been very handsome in their conduct on the 
whole; and it would grieve me sincerely if they were to si^^ 
further than they have already done on my account. I am 
afrcdd Mr. Rowland is wrctchea now, because I wilt accept no 
assistance from him. He told me, the other day, that he 
should receive no rent for this house while Walcot occupies 
the other. He was beyond measure mortified when I posi- 
tively declined being under any such obligation to any land- 
lord. If Mr. Rowland steadily refuses to turn us out of our 
house, and goes on offering favours that I cannot accept, that 
is all that we can expect from him." 

^' It never occurred to me that he can turn us out»" said 
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Hester — ^"that Ve are tenants at lyill. 0! how sorry I 
should be to go !" she c(»)tinued, as she surveyed the place. 
•* I shouldgrieve to quit our first home." 

" There is no danger, I believe : Mr. Rowland will be firm 
on that head." 

*\ And there is no danger, I should think," said Margaret, 
'^ but that the Greys would find us -something better the next 
day. O, I do not know where or now ; but it would be such 
a splendid opportunity for patronage, that they would work 
miracles rather than let it slip. How far this ivy has trailed 
over the wall already ! I should be sorry to Jeave this gar- 
den now that it promises to look like itself i^k) soon again. 
Sydney despises me for my admiration of it at present. He 
looks^ noelancholy ab6ut the bltght. It is a jpity certainly. 
Look at this rose-bush, how curled and withered it is !" 

f* Sydney ia doing like every one else in looking grave 
about the blight," observed Hope. ^* So bad a season has not 
been known since I came to Deerbrook. I see care in the 
face of many an one who does not statid anything like our 
chance ^of want. Here comes Sydney, with news of every 
ill-looking field for five miles round, I doubt not." 

*• And Mr. and Mrs. Grey, — and Sophia," said Hester, 
quitting her husband's arm, and hastening to meet her friends. 

The Greys pronounced it so pleasant an evening, that they 
had no wish to sit down within doors-; they preferred walking 
in the garden. They seemed to coi!he for two purposes— to 
efier an invitation, and to relate that Mr. Walcot was gone to 
dine at Sir William Hunter's to-day, and that Sir William had 
sent the carriage for him. JAr, Walcot had not been ready 
for full five minutes after the carriage had driven up to the 
door. This delay was no doubt intended to give all Deer- 
brook time to observe the peculiar consideration with which 
Mr. Walcot was treated by Sir William and Lady Hunter, 
who were by no means in the habit of sending their carriage 
for their Deerbrook guests. 

"Did you ever hear of such a thing," said Sophia, **as 
sending a carriage for a young man ? I have no doubt it is 
because he cannot ride." 

" There you are out, Sophy," cried Sydney. **.Mr. Wal» 
cot rides as well as Mr. Hope, every bit." 

" I cannot think what has happened to Sydney," observed 
his mother. " He does nothing but stand up for Mr. Walcot 
in the most unaccountable way ! I hope you will forgive it, Mr. 
Hope. Boys take strange fancies, you know. You must 
forgive it, my dears, in consideration of the rest of us." 
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** Instead of forgiving it," said Hope, ^ I shall take leave 
rather to admire it. There is a fine chivalrous spirit shown 
in fighting Mr. Walcot's battles with our friends and relaticms.'* 

** There, now !" cried Sydney, triumphantly. ** But I 
can't help it, you see. Mr. Walcot can ride, and he does ride 
wdl, and he is very civil to me, and' asks me to go fishing 
with him ; and I am sure he always mquires very respectful- 
ly afler the rest of them. I never said any more than that in 
praise of him ; and I can't say less, can I, when they are all 
abusing him for whatever he does ?" 

^ I think not. I believe we may spare him that much ere* 
dit without grudging." 

"But, Sydney, you know it: is not pleasanf to us to hear 
you speak in praise of Mr. Walcot, under present circumstan* 
ces ; and you should have a little consideration for us." 

"Well, mother, if you will not speak of him at all, no more 
will I." And he glanced up into his mother's face, to see 
how the proposition was taken. "That is fair, is not it V\ 
he in(j[uired of Mr. Hope. 

"Excellent in theory, ^dney ; hut who likes to. be tied 
down not to speak on any subject ! especially one which is 
turning up every hour. Your plan will not answer." 

" I will ask you because I said I wpuld,— and all the more 
because you are not cross about Mr. Walcot " 

" Hold your tongue, Sydney !" said the mother. 

" Do not be ridiculous, Sydney," advised the sister. 

" Mr. Hope will say whether it is ridiculous, Sophy. Now, 
Mr. Hope, would not you, and cousin Hester, and Margaret, 
go down the water with us to tbe abbey, just the same, if Mr. 
Walcot was with us t" • ~- 

*^With any guest of your father's and mother's, Sydney. 
We have no quarrel with Mr. Walcot. The truth is, we feel, 
after all we have heard, that we know very little about him. 
We have not the slightest objection to meet Mr. Walcot." 

" Neither wish nor objection," said Hester, calmly. " Wt 
are perfectly indifferent about him." 

Sydney vehemently beckoned his father, who'lefl the i^- 
cot he and Margaret were examining by the surgery- wall, and 
came to see what he was wanted for. 

*' You see," said he to Hope, when the matter was. explain- 
ed, " I have naturally been rather anxious to bring this about, 
— this meeting between you and the young man. In a small 
place like this, it is pcdnful to have everybody quarrelling, and 
not to be able to get one's friends about one, for fear they 
should brawl in one's very drawing-room. Mr. Rowland is of 



my mind there ; and I know it would gratify htm if I were to 
take some notice of this young man. I really could hardly re- 
fuse, knowing how handsomely Mr. Rowland always speaks 
of you and yours, and believing Mr. Walcot to be a very re- 
spectable, harml^ jf^ung man. If I thought it would injure 
your interests in tfo l^ast, I would see him at Cape Horn be- 
fore I would invite him,— of course : you must be aware of 
that. And I should not think of asking you to meet Mrs. 
Rowland ; that would be going too far. But Mrs. Grey wish- 
es that your wife and Margaret should visit these ruins that 
we were always prevented from getting to last year : and Mr.^ 
Walcot is anxious to see them too ; and he has been civil to - 
Sydney ; and, in short, I believe that Sydney half promised 
that he should go with us." 

" Say no more," replied Hope, ** You will have no diffi- 
culty with us. I really know nothing against Mr. Walcot. 
He had a perfect right to settle where he pleased. Whether 
the manner of doing it was handsome or otherwise, is of far 
more consequence to himself than to me, or to anyone else.'* 

** I wish we all viewed the matter as you do. If the ladies 
had your temper, we should have a .heaven upon earth. But 
they take things up so warmly, you see, when their feelings 
are interested for anybody ; — Mrs. Rowland for one, and my 
wife for another. I hardly know what she will say to the idea 
of our having Walcot with us. Let us go and see." 

•* 1 have a word to say to -you first. Do you know of any 
one who wants a horse ? I am going to dispose of mine." 

" Mr. Walcot wants a horse," said Sydney, delighted at the 
idea of solving a difficulty. 

Hope smiled, and told Mr. Grey that he had rather sell his 
l^orse at a distance. Mr. Walcot had already hired the boy 
Charles, whom Hope had just dismissed ; and if he obtained 
the horse too, the old servant who knew his way to ev^ry pa-, 
tient's door, all the country round, — ^it really would look too^ 
like the unpopular man patronising his opponent. Besides, itx 
would be needlessly publishing in Deerbrook that the horses 
was given up. 

*• What is the fault of your horse ?" asked Mr. Grey, rous- 
ing himself from an absent fit. 

" Merely that he eats, and therefore is expensive. I can^; 
not afford now to keep a horse," he declared, in .answer t<i. 
Mr. Grey's stare of amazement. "I have so few patients 
now, out of walking reach, that I have no right to keep % 
horse. I can always hire, ycu know, from Reeves." 

** Upon my soul, I am sorry to bear this,-— extremely sorr^ 

X 
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to hear it. Matters must have gone fUrther than I had any 
idea of. My dear fellow, we must see how we can serve yoo. 
You must let me accommodate you, — ^indeed you roust, — ^ra- 
ther than give up your horse." 

**Do not speak of it. You are very kind ; but we need no 
help, r do assure you. My mind is quite made up about the 
horse. It would only be an incumbrance now. And, to sa- 
tisfy you, I will mention that I have declined repeated offers of 
accommodation,— offers very strongly urged. All I need a^ 
6£ you is, to help me to dispose of my horse, somewhere oot 
of Deeifbrook." 

"I will manage that for you, the next time I go to market; 
and . . .*' In the emotion of the moment, Mr. Grey was on 
the point of offering the use of his own horse when it shooW 
be at home : but he stopped short on the verge of his rash 
generosity. He was very particular about no one riding his 
horse but himself, and the man who groomed it : he remeoa- 
bered his friend Hope's rapid riding and * enthusiasm,^ and 
suspected that he should sooner or later repent the ofier : so he 
changed it into, ** I will get your horse disposed of to the best 
advantage, you may depend upon it. But I am very sorry- 
very sorry indeed." 

It is probable that nothing could have reconciled the ladies 
of Mr. Grey*s femily to the idea of admitting Mr. Walcot into 
their party, but the fact they had of lale cut rather a poor 
figure in contrast to Mrs. Rowland. That lady had the ad- 
vantage of novelty in the person of Mr. Walcot, and her •fee 
tion' was by far the largest of the two. The Greys found feult 
with all its elements ; but there was no denying its superiority 
of numbers. It was a great hardship to have Mr. Walcot 
forced upon them ; but they reflected that his presence might 
bring a reinforcement,— -that some neighbours would perhaps 
come to meet him who would be otherwise engaged to the 
Rowlands for the very day on which they were wanted; 
— ^for Mrs. Rowland had the art of pre-engaging just the peo- 
ple the Greys intended to have. Sophia oSserved that Mr. 
Walcot's presence would be less of a restraint in a boat, and 
at tea among the ruins, than in the drawing-room : — there was 
always something to be said about the banks and the woods ; 
and there was singing ; and in a boat people were not obliged 
to talk unless they liked. She should not wonder if he 
would rather relish a little neglect ; he had been made much 
of JateJj at such a ridiculous rate. 

'* If we do our part, my Ywe** aai<^lAx^, Oit^-^ v^Hmite^ 
ia a mystenooa low voice, **^ 1 ^anflR^ yo^ ^wsv^^ «xKt\. ^q«i 
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selves a little. Nothing can be done without a little exertion 
in this world, you know. Sophia and I were agreeing that 
it is a long time since you had any of your friends about you." 

** Very few since your wedding company," observed Sophia. 

"We remember you had all your acquaintance in the 
winter, my dear. It was very proper, I am sure, — all you 
did then : but it is now the middle of July, you know ; 
and our neighbours in Deerbrook always expect to be invited 
twice a year." 

*' I should be happy to see tiiiem, I assure you," said Hester : 
** but it happens to be not convenient." 

•* Not convenient, my dear !" 

<* Just so. We shall always be glad to see you and yours ; 
but we have no hospitality to spare for the common world just 
now. We have no servemts, you know, but Morris ; and we 
are spendii^ as little as we can." 

"Tea company costs so very little!" said Sophia. *<At 
this time of year, when you need not light candles till people 
are going away, and when fruit is cheap and plentiful . . ." 

"And we will take care of the cake," interposed Mrs. Grey. 
^* Sophia will make you some of her vicarage-cake, and a batch 
of almond biscuits : and Alice shall come and wait. We can 
manage, it very easily." 

" You are extremely kind : but if our acquaintance are to 
eat your cake, it had better be at your house. It does not 
suit our pr«esent durcnmstai^ces to entertain company." 

" But it costs so very little !" persisted Sophia. " Mr. Rus- 
sell Taylor's father used to give a general invitation to all his 
friends to come to tea in the summer, because, as he said, 
they then cost him only twopence.half-penny-a-head." 

" I am afraid we are not such good managers as Mr. Rus- 
sell Taylor's father," replied Hester, laughing. " And if we 
were, it is not convenient to spend even twopence-half-penny 
a-head upon our common acquaintance at present. If we grow 
richer, we will get our friends about us, without counting the 
cost so closely as that." 

" That time will soon come, Sophia, my dear," said her 
mother, winking at Hester. • "In every profession, you know, 
there are little ups and downs ; and particularly in the medi- 
cal. I dare say, if the truth were told, there is scarcely any 
professional man, without private fortune, who has not, at 
some time of his life, broken into his last guinea without 
knowing where he is to get another. But professional people 
generally keep their difficulties to themselves, I fancy, Hester : 
they are not often so frank as you. Mind that, Sophia. You 
will be discreet, Sophia." 
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•* We have no intention ' of proclaiming in the streets that 
we are poor," said Hester. ** But we owe it to you, dear Mrs. 
Grey, to give our reasons for not doing all that we and you 
might wish. We are not dissatisfied : we want no help or pity: 
but we must live as we think right, — ^that is all." 

" Indeed, my dear, I mu^ say you do not look as if any- 
thing was amiss. You look charmingly, indeed." 

** Charmingly, indeed," echoed Sophia. ^ And Mrs. Levitt 
was saying that Margaret seems to have grown quite hand- 
some, this summer. I fancy Mrs. Rowland gets very few to 
agree with her as to Margaret being so very plain." 

<' No, indeed, Margaret's countensmce is so intelligent and 
pleasant that I always said, from the beginning, that nobody 
but Mrs. Rowland could call her plain. I suppose we shaH 
soon be losing her, Hester." 

*< O, no ; not soon. She has no thought of leaving us at 
present. She would not go in the spring, and sit beside Philip 
while he was learning his lessons ; and now they will wait, I 
believe, till the lessons are finished." 

" She would not ! Well, that shows what Iovq will do. 
That shows what her power over Mr. Enderby is. We used 
to think, — ^indeed everybody used to say it of Mr. Enderby, 
that he always managed to do as he liked, — he carried all Ins 
points. Yet even he is obliged to yield." 

"Margaret has a way of carrying her points too," said Hes- 
ter : " ti&e best way in the world, — by being always right." 

**Mind that, Sophia. But, my dear Hester, I am really anx- 
ious about you. I had no idea, I am sure . . • • I hope you 
get your natural rest." 

" Perfectly, I assure you. Mrs. Howell might envy me, if 
•he still ' cannot sleep for matching of worsteds.' The i^imple 
truth is, Mrs. Grey, we never were so happy in our lives. 
This may seem rather perverse ; but so it is." 

Mrs. Grey sighed that Mrs. Rowland could not be aware 
of this. Hester thought it was no business of Mrs. Rowland's ; 
but Mrs. Grey could not but feel that it would be a great sa- 
tisfaction that she should know that those whom she hated 
slept. She heard Margaret and Sydney saying something m 
|he middle of the grass-plot about the Milky Way : looking up, 
she was surprised to perceive how plain it was, and how many 
stars were twinkling in the sky. She was sure Hester must 
be dreadfiilly tired with sauntering about so long. They had 
been very inconsiderate, and must go away directly. Syd- 
ney must call his father. 

*• They are delightful young people, reaHy,** observed Mrs. 
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Grey to her husband, during their walk home. ^ One never 
knows how to get away. Lady Hunter little supposes what 
she loses in not cultivating them." — Go on before us, Sophia. 
Make haste home with your sist^*, Sydney. — But, my deart 
they sppak in a very poor way of their affairs." 

^' O, Hester spoke to you, did she ? Hope told me ha mus) 
part with his horse. — So Hester spoke to you ?" 

"Yes: not at all in a melancholy way, however. She 
keeps up her spirits wonderfully, poor girl ! We really mupt 
push them, Mr. Grey. I see nothing but ruin before them, if 
we do not push them." 

" Ah ! there is the difficulty : that is where that little enthu- 
siasm of Hope's comes in. I have a great respect for him ; 
but I own I should like to see him a little more practical." 

" I really am pleased to hear you say so. It is just what I 
think ; and I always fancied you did not agree with me. It 
really puts me almost out of patience to hear him . speak of 
Mr. Walcot,— encouraging Sydney in his notions ! Itisun* 
natural : — it looks a little like affectation,— all that sort of feeUng 
about Mr. Walcot." 

" I do not object to that, I confess. His thinking fairly of 
Walcot can do no harm, and may save mischief, and it looks 
honourable and well. I do not regret that, I own. But I think 
he is clearly wrong in, selling his horse in such a hurry. All 
Deerbrook will know it directly, and it will not look weU. 
I offered him such accommodation as would enable him to ke^ 
it; but he is quite obstinate. Some enthusiastic notion of 
honour, I suppose .... But I told them that there is no pro<- 
fesision or business in the world that has not its ups and 
downs." 

" Exactly what I told Hester, ^en she declined haviqg 
any parties at present, — ^in the very crisis, in my opinioni 
when it is of great consequence that they should get their 
friends about Uiem. Sophia would have made the cake, and 
Alice would have waited at tea. But the i^ct is, Mr. Hope 
has put some of his spirit into his wife, and they must take 
their own way, I suppose." 

** He gave me his recusons, however," observed Mr. Grey* 
^ He regards this as nothing more than one of the sla^ 
times common in his profession. He will not accept obliga. 
tion, while he sees no clear prospect of being able to dis- 
charge it. I could not prevail upon him* However, th^ 
must have enoi^h : they cannot be iMstualiy pinched. I nev^ 
saw him in better spirits. There can be no occasion for our 
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doing anything more than just being on the look-out to serve 
them." 

** We must push them^ — ^that is all we can do. They can- 
not really be wanting an3rthing, as you say, such Ifine spirits 
as they are in. Hester looks sweetly. — The first game that 
we have to spare this season shall go to them : and I shall 
liear them in mind when we gather our apples." 

•♦ If you find we have any apples to gather, ray dear. I 
doubt it." 

« Do you really ? It will be unfortunate for our young 
ftrends, if prices rise next winter as you seem to expect. There 
goes ten o'clock, I declare ; and there are the children look- 
ing out for us, as well they may ! But those are really de. 
lightful young people. There is no getting away from them." 



CHAPTER XI . 

BOATING. 

Mr. Walcot was delighted with the invitation to the 
water-party, but, was fully engaged for the next three weeks. 
Mr. Grey decreed that he was to be waited for. Then the lady 
moon had to be waited for another ten days; so that it was past 
the middle of August before Mrs. Grey and Sophia were called 
upon to endure Mr. Walcot's society for six hours. The 
weather was somewhat dubious when the day arrived : but in 
so bad a season as the present, it would never do to let a 
doubt put a stop to an excursion which had been planned above 
a month. One of Mr. Grey's men was sent round among 
the ladies in the morning, to request to be the bearer of their 
cloaks, as it was thought they would be cold on the wat^r with- 
out all the wraps they had. Hester sent as many warm things 
as she thought Margaret could possibly wear. She was not 
going herself. She wished it much ; but it was decided on 
all hands that it would be imprudent, ^us there was no calculat- 
ing the amount of fatigue which each might have to incur. 

At three o'clock the party assembled on the wharf on 
Messrs. Grey and Rowland's premises, every one having 
dined at home. Mrs. Rowland had tried to persuade M' 
Walcot that he ought riot to be out of the way, after m 
Lady Hunter had said in a note about her terrible head-a 
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of yesterday. It niiglit be the beginning of a feverish attack ; 
and it would be unfortunate if he should' be six miies down the 
river, — not expected home till nine or ten at night, when a 
messenger should arrive from the Hall, But Mr, Walcot 
had seen few water-parties in the course of his life, and he 
was resolved to go. 

Margaret and her brother repaired in gay spirits to the 
water-side. In the days of poverty, trifles become great 
events, and ease is luxury. Hope felt himself clear of the 
world to-day. He had received the money from the sale of 
his horse ; and after paying for its corn, there w«is fifteen 
pounds left to be put by for his rent. Hester had bidden adieu 
to the horse with a sort of glee, as she had never been able 
to overcome her panic during her husband's long country rides : 
and Hope found that he hung more and more upon 
Hester's smiles: they cheered him, from whatever cause 
they arose. Margaret was gay from discourse with Philip, 
She had just dispatched a letter to him, — a letter which had 
acknowledged that it was, indeed, long since they had met, — 
that it was almost time that he was coming to Deerbrook 
again. 

The party they joined looked less merry than thenj^selves. 
-The two boata which lay at the wharf were gay enough, — 
tiie one with crimson cushions, and the other with blue. A 
servant maid was to go in each, to take care of the provisions, 
and provide tea at the ruins i and Alice and her companion 
were alert and smiling. But Mrs. Grey wore a countenance 
of extraordinary anxiety ; and the twitching of her face showed 
that something had gone very seriously wrong. Sophia near^ 
tamed her back upon Mr. Walcot, who continued to address 
her with patient diligence. Maria was sitting on some deals^ 
waiting to be called to enter the boat ; and some of the peo« 
pie of the village were staring at her from a little distance, 
Margaret immediately joined her. 

•* What are those people looking at you for?" 

** I cannot conceive. I fancied that while I was sitting I 
looked pretty much like other people." 

** To be sure you do. I will ask Mr, Grey. 1 am 
aiire there is some meaning in their gaze, — so ridiculously 
compassionate," 

" Do not you know ?" Said Mr. Grey. " Do not you know 
the story they have got up about Miss Young's case ? They 
say Mr. Hope set her limb so badly that he had to break it 
again twice. I have been asked several times whether he did 
not get me to help him ; and they will not believe me vrhea L 
deny the whole," 
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Maria laughed; and Margaret observed that they would 
presently see how much better Maria could walk now than she 
did before her last accident, such being the effect of the long 
and complete rest — which had been enforced upon her. 

" Nothing like seeiug for themselves," observed Mr. Grey, 
surveying the company. " All come but Dr. Levitt now^ I 
think. It really goes to my heart not to take some of my 
partner's children. There they are, peeping at us, one head 
behind another, from that gate. There is room for two or 
three, from the Jameses failing us at the lastw The little 
things might as well go ; but I suppose there would be no 
use in saying anything about it. . I must have a word with my 
daughter before we embark. Sophia, my dear ! Sophia !" 

Sophia came, and Margaret overheard her father say to 
her, that every person present was his guest, and to be treajted 
with the civility and attention due to him as such. Sophia 
looked rather sulky at hearing this, and walked far away 
from Mr. Walcot, to devote herself to Miss Anderson. 

By dint of sending a messenger to Dr. Levitt's a quarter of 
an hour before the time, his presence was secured a quarter 
of an hour afler it. He made his usual approach, — ^looking 
bland and gentlemanly, and fearing he was late. 

The party were ordered into the boats as if they had been 
going to dinner. Mr. Walcot was appointed to hand Marga^ 
ret in ; but he showed, amidst great simplicity, an entire de- 
termination to be Sophia's companion. Hope was approach- 
ing Maria's seat, to give her his arm, when some bustle was 
heard at the gate where the little Rowlands were clustered. 

** There is my partner ! He will go with us, after all," 
said Mr. Grey. " Come, my dear sir, we have plenty -of 
room." 

"So much the better for my brother-in-law. — ^You have 
room for Enderby, have you ? He will be delighted to join 
you, I have no doubt. Room for me too ? I really think I 
must indulge myself — ^Yes, Enderby took us quite by surprise 
this morning : but that is his way, you know." 

Philip here, and without notice ! Margaret thought she 
was dreaming the words she heard. She felt much oppress* 
ed,— ^as if there must be something wrong in so sudden and 
strange a proceeding. At the very moment of suspense, she 
caught Mrs. Grey's eye, fixed upon her with the saddest ex- 
pression she thought she had ever seen. 

Philip was come, — ^it was no dream. He was presently in 

the midst of the party, mal|uig his complipents, — compliments 

psud to Margaret in a maniier scarcely difierient in the eyes of 
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Others from those which were shared hy all : but to her, a 
world of wonder and of horror wiw revealed by the glance of 
the eye and the quiver of the lip, too slight to be detected by 
any eye less intently fixed than hers. — Margaret stood alone, 
as the others were stepping into the boats ; but Philip did not 
approach her. He interfered between Hope and Maria Young. 
Maria looked agitated and uncertain ; but she thought she had 
no right to cause any delayer difficulty; and she took his 
arm, though she felt herself unable to conceal her trembling. 
Hope saw that Margaret was scarcely able to support herself. 

** I cannot go," she said, as he drew her arm within his, 
** Leave me behind. They will not miss me. Nobody will 
miss me." 

The agonized tone of these last words brought back the 
colour which Hope had lost in the tempest of emotions, in 
which anger was uppermost. He was no longer deadly pale 
when he said, 

** Impossible. I cannot leave you. You must not stay be- 
hind. . It is of the utmost consequence that you should go. 
Cannot you ? Do try. I will place you beside Mrs. Grey. 
-Cannot you make the efibrt ?" 

She did make the effort. With desperate steadiness she 
stepped into the boat where Mrs. Grey was seated. She was 
conscious that Philip watched to see what she would do, and 
then seated Maria and himself in the other boat. Hope fol- 
lowed Margaret. If he had been in the seixne boat with En. 
derby, the temptatibn to throw him overboard would have been 
too strong. 

Till they were past the weir and the lock, and all the erec- 
tions belonging to the vHIage, and to the great firm which 
dignified it, the boats were rowed. Conversation went on. 
The grey church steeple was pronounced picturesque, as it 
rose above the trees ; and the children looked up at Dr. 
Levitt, as if the credit of it, by some means belonged to him, 
the recter. Sydney desired his younger sisters not to trail 
their hands through the water, as it retarded the passage of 
the boat. The precise distance of the ruins from Deerbrook 
ferry was argued, and Dr. Levitt gave some curious traditions 
about the old abbey they were going to see. Then towing 
took the place of rowing, and the party became very quiet 
The boat cut steadily through the still waters, the slight rip- 
ple at the bows being the only sound which marked its -pro* 
gross. Dr. Levitt pointed with his stick to the **^ verdurous 
wall" which sprang up from the brink of the river, every 
spray of the beech, every pyramid of the larch, every leaf <^ 



118 D!iB]»BB«OOK. 

the oaky and the tall column of the occasionail poplar, 
reflected true as the natural magic of light and waters could 
make them. Some then wished the sun would come out, 
without which it could scarcely be called seeing the woods. 
Others tried to recognise the person who stood fishing under 
the great ash ; and it took a minute or two to settle whether 
it was a man or a boy ; and two minutes more to decide that 
it was nobody belonging to Deerbrook. Margaret almost 
wondered that Edward could talk on about these things as be . 
did, — so much in his common tone and manner. But for his 
ease and steadiness in small talk, she should suppose he was 
striving to have her left unnoticed, to look down into the wat^ 
as strenuously as she pleased. She little knew what a train- 
ing he had had in wearing his usual manner while his 
heart was wr^ched. 

" There, now !" cried Fanny, " we have passed the place, 
— ^the place where cousin Margaret fell in last winter. We 
wanted to have gone directly over it" 

Margaret looked up, and caught Sydney's awe^struck glance. 
He had not yet recovered from that day. 

" If you had mentioned it sooner," said Margaret, " I could 
have shown you the very place. We did pass directly over 
it." 

" O, why did you not tell us ? You should have told us." 

Dr. Levitt smiled as he remarked that he thought Miss 
Ibbotson was likely to be the last person to point out that spot 
to other people, as well as to forget it herself. — Margaret had 
indeed been far from forgetting it. She had looked down into 
its depths, and had < brought thence something that had been 
useful to her,-— something on which she was meditating when 
Fanny spoke. She had been saved, and doubtless for a pior- 
pose. If it was only to suffer for her own part, and to fiad 
no rest and peace but in devoting herself to others, — ^this was 
a high purpose. Maria could live, and was thankful to live, 
without home, or family, or prospect. But it was not ceitaio 
that this was all that was to be done and enjoyed in life. 
Something dreadful had happened : but Philip loved her : he 
still loved her, — for nothing but agonized love could have in- 
spired the glance which yet thrilled through her. There was 
some mistake, — some fearful mistake ; and the want of confi- 
dence in her which it revealed, — ^the fault of temper, in him, 
opened a long perspective of misery ; but yet he loved her, 
and all was not over. At times she felt certain that Mrs* 
Rowland was at the bottom of this new injury : but it was in- 
conceivable that Philip should be deluded by her, after his 
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warnings, and his jealous fears lest his Margaret should give 
heed to any of his lister's misrepresentations. No light shone 
upon the question, from the cloudy sky above or the clear 
viraters beneath ; but both yielded comfort through that gentle 
law by which things eminently real, — Providence, the mercy 
of death, and the blessing of godlike life, are presented or pro- 
phesied to the spirit by the shadows amidst which we live. 
When Mai^ret spoke, there was a calmness in her voice, so 
like an echb of comfort in her heart, that it aln)ost made 
Edward start. 

Thfe party in the other boat were noisier, whether or not 
they were hap{Mer, than those in whose wake- they followed. 
Mr. Walcot had begun to be inspired as soon as the oars had 
made their first spiash, and was now reciting to Sophia some 
* Lines to the Setting Sun,' which he had learned when a little 
boy, and had never forgotten. He asked her whether it was 
not a sweet idea, — that of the declining sun being like a gooid 
man going to his rest, to rise again to-morrow morning. So- 
phia was fond of poetry that was not too difficult ; and she 
found little disinclination in herself now to observe her father's 
directions about being civil to Mr. Walcot. The gentleman 
perceived that he had won some advantage ; and he perse, 
vered. He next spoke of the amiable poet, Cowper, and was 
delighted to find that Miss Grey was acquainted with some of 
his writings, — ^that she had at one time been able to repeat his 
piece on a Poplar Field, and those sweet lines, beginning — 

** The ro0e had been washed, just wkshed in a shower.** 

Bat she had never heard the passage about the ^ twanging 
horn o'er yonder bridge," and the wheeling the sofa round, 
and ** the cups that cheer but not inebriate ; so Mr. Walcot 
repeated them, not, as before in a high key, and with his face 
turned up towards the sky, but almost in a whisper, and inclin- 
ing towards her ear. Sophia sighed, and thought it very 
beautiful, and was sorry for people who were not fond of 
poetry. A pause of excited feeling followed, during which 
they found that the gentlemen were questioning a boatmein, 
who was awaiting his turn to tow, about the swans in the 
river. 

** The swans have much increased in number this season, 
surely. Those are all of one family, I suppose, — those about 
the island," observed Mr Grey. 

" Yes, sir : they can't abide neighbours.^ They won't suf- 
fer a nest within a mile." 
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** They fight it out, if they approach too near, hey?" 
Bnderby. 

^ Yes, sir ; they leave one another for dead. I have lost some 
of the finest swans under my charge in that way." 

" Do you not part them when they fight ?" asked Walcot. 
** I would. I always part little boys whom I see fighting in 
the streets, and tell them they should not quarrel." 

<* You would repent meddling with the swans^ sir^ if you 
tried. When I knew no better, I meddled once, and I thought 
I should hardly get away alive. One of the creatures flapped 
my arm so hard, that I thought more than once it was broken. 
I would advise you, sir, never to go near swans when they are 
angry!" 

<< You will find ample employment for your peace-making 
talents among the Deerbr6<ok people, Mr. Walcot," said 
Philip. '* They may break your windows, and perhaps your 
heart ; but they wiM leave you your eyes and your right arm. 
For my part, I do not know but I had rather do battle with 
the swans." 

" Better not, sir," said the boatman. " I would advise yoa 
never to go near swans when they are angry." 

** Look !" said Sophia, anxiously. '< Is not this one angry 1 
Yes, it is : I am sure it is ! Did you ever see anything like its 
feathers ? And it is coining .... it is just upon us ! O, Mr. 
Walcot !" 

Sophia threw herself over to the other side of the boat> and 
Mr. Walcot started up, looking very pale. 

" Sit down !" cried Mr. Grey, in his loudest voice. Mr. 
Walcot sat down as if shot ; and Sophia crept back to her 
place, with an anxious glance sit the retreating bird. Of 
course, the two young people were plentifully lectured about 
shifting their places in a boat without leave, and were asked 
the question, more easily put than answered, how they should 
have felt if they had been the means of precipitating the whole 
party into the water. Then there was a calling out from the 
other boat, to know what was the matter, and an explanation;, 
so that Sophia and Mr. Walccrt had to take refiige in mu- 
tual sympathy from universal censure. 

" The birds always quarrel with the boats,— boata of this 
make," explained the boatman ; '* because their enemies go 
out in skins to take them. They let a lighter pass without 
taking any notice, while they always scour the water near a 
skiff: but I never heard of tiieir flying at a pleasure party in 
any sort of boat." 
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•* Where are the black swans that a sea-captain brought to 
Lady Hunter t" asked Philip. " I see nothing of them. 

** The male died, choked, sir, with a crust of bread a 
stranger gave him. But for that,' he would have been now in 
sight, I don't doubt ; for he prospered very well till that day." 

" Of a crust of bread! What a death !" exclaimed Philij). 
** And the other r ^ 

**She died, sir, by the visitation of Grod," replied the boat- 
man, solemnly. 

It was obviously so far from the man's intention that any 
one should laugh, that nobody did- laugh. Maria observed to 
her next neighbour that, to a keeper of swans, his birds were 
more companionable, and quite as important, as their human 
charge to coroners and jurymen. 

The boat got aground among the flags at a point where the 
tow-rope had to be carried - over a foot-bridge at some little 
distance inland. One of^ the men, in attempting to leap the 
ditch, had fallen in, and emerged dripping with mud. Ben 
jumped ashore to take his turn at the rope, and Enderby push- 
ed the boat off again with an oar, with some little effort. . Mr. 
Walcot had squeezed Sophia's parasol so hard, during the 
crisis, as to break its ivory ring. The accident, mortifying 
as it was to him, did not prevent his exclaiming in a fervour of 
gratitude, when the vibration of the boat was over, and they 
were once more afloat. 

" What an' exceedingly clever man Mr. Enderby is !" 

" Extremely clever. I really think he can do everything." 

"Ah! he would not have managed to break the ring of 
your parasol, as I have been so awkward as to do. But I will 
see about getting it mended to-morrow. If I were as clever 
as Mr. Enderby, now, I might be able to mend it myself." 

** You will not be able to get anoUier ring in Deerbrook. 
But never mind. I beg you will not feel uncomfortable about 
it. I can fasten it with a loop of green ribbon and a button till 
the next time I go to Blickley. Pray do not feel uncom- 
fortable." 

"How can I help it? You say there in no ring in Deer- 
brook. Not any sort of ring ? My dear Miss Grey, if I can- 
not repair this sort of ring . . ." 

Sophia was' a good deal flurried. She begged he would 
think no more of the parasol ; it was of no manner of conse- 
quence. 

" Do not be too good to me,'* whispered he. ** I trust I 
know my duty better than to take you at your word. From 
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my earliest years, my parents have instilled into me the duty 
of making reparation for the injuries we cause to others." 

Sophia gave him an affecting look of approbation, and asked 
with much interest where his parents lived, and how many 
brothers and sisters he had.; and assured him, at last, that she 
saw he belonged to a charming family. 

" It does not become me to speak proudly of such iiear re- 
lations," said he ; <*and one who has so lately left the parental 
roof is, perhaps, scarcely to be trusted to be impartial; but I 
will say for my fkmily that, though not perhaps so clever 
as Mrs. Rowland and Mr. Enderby " 

** O, for Heaven's sake, do not name them together !" 

Mr. Walcot saw that he had broken the charm : he hasten- 
ed to repair the mischief which one unhappy name had caused. 

" Jt is natural, I know, that you should take the most inter- 
est in that member of the family who is to be your relation. 
You consider him in that light, I believe ?" 

" Of course. He is to be our cousin." 

''The parties wish it to be kept a secret, I conclude," said 
he, glancing at Enderby, and then stretching back as far as he 
thought safe, to look at the other boat. 
,^ ** O dear, no ! There is no secret about the matter." 

'' I should not have supposed them to be engaged, by their 
manner to each other. Perhaps it is off," said he quickly, fix- 
ing his eyes upon her. 

^*Off! What an odd idea! Whoever thought of such a 
thing?" 

'' Such things have been heard of as engagements going oS, 
you know." 

Both had raised their voices during the last few eager sen- 
tences. Sophia became aware that they had been overheard, 
by seeing the deep flush which' overspread Miss Young's pale 
fece. Philip looked at Mr. Walcot as if he would have 
knocked him down, if they had only been on land. The 
young man took off his hat, and ran his fingers through his 
white hiair, for the sake of something to do : replaced his hat, 
and shook his head manfully, as if to setde his breast, as well 
ta his beaver on his crown. He glanced down the river^ in 
hopes that the abbey was not yet too near. It was important 
to him that the wrath of so extremely clever a man as Mr. | a 
Enderby should have subsided before the party went on shore. 

It would have been a strange thing to have known how 
many of that company were dreading to reachthe object of their 
excursion. A thrill passed through many hearts when the 
ruins, with their overshadowing ivy, were at length discerned, 
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seated in the rheadow to which the boat<9 seemed approaching 
far too rapidly. In the bustle of landing, however, it was easy 
for those who wished to avoid one another to do so. Most of 
the guests walked straight up to the abbey walls, to examine aU 
that was left, of them. Mrs. Grey and her maids went to the 
little farm-house which was at one corner of the old building, 
and chiefly constructed out of its ruins ; and while the parties 
on whom the cares of hospitality devolved were consulting 
with the former's wife about preparations for tea, any stray 
guest might search for wood-plants in the skirts of the copse on 
the hill behind, or talk with the child red who were jumping -in 
and out of an old saw -pit in the wood, or, if contemplative^ 
might watch the minnows in the brook, which was here run- 
ning parallel with the river. 

Mrs. Grey obviously considered that Margaret was her pe* 
culiar charge. She spoke little to her ; but, when Philip was 
oflT somewhere, she took her arm, and seemed to insist on her 
company when she proceeded to her treaty with the dame of 
the farm. Margaret stood for some time patiently, while they 
discussed whether it should be tea in the farm-houi^e parlour^ 
which was too small, — or tea in the meadow, which might be 
damp, — or tea in the ruins, where there might be draughts, 
and the water could not be supplied hot. Before this matter 
was settled, Marga^t saw that her friend Maria was seated on 
a log beside the brook, and gazing wistfully at her. Margaret 
tried to disengage her arin from Mrs. Grey. Mrs. Grey ob- 
jected. 

" Wait a moment, my dear. I will not detain.you five min- 
utes. You must not go anywhere without me, my dear 
child." 

Never before had Mrs. Grey spoken to Margaret with ten- 
derness like this. Margaret was resolved to know why now ; 
l)ut she would first speak to Maria. She said she would re- 
turn presently ; she wished to return : but she must speak to 
Maria. 

** Margaret, what is all ihis ?" said Maria, in a voice whose 
agitation she could not control. '• Have I been doing wrong 1 
Am I now thinking what is wrong ? I did not know whether 
to be angry with him or not. I was afraid to speak to him, 
and afraid not to speak to him. How is it ? tell me, Margaret." 

•' I wish I could," said Margaret, in a tone calmer than her 
friend's. ^* I am in a miserable dream. I wrote to him this 
morning." 

•» To London !" 

"Yes, to Liondon. He must have been in Deerbrook while 
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I was writing it. I heard from him, as usual, three days a^; 
and since then, I have never had a Hne or a word to prepare 
roe for this. There is some dreadful mistake." 

<* The mistake is not his, Ifear," said Maria, her eyes fill- 
ing as she spoke. ** The mistake is yours, Margaret, and 
mine, and everybody's who took a selfish man of the world for 
a being with a heart and a conscience." 

" You are wrong, Maria. You go too far. You will find 
that you are unjust. . He is as wretched as I am. There is 
some mistake which may be explained: for he • « . . he 
loves me, I am certain. But I wish I was anywhere but here, 
it is so wretched !'* 

'* I am afraid I have done wrong in speaking with him at 
all,** said Maria. **F longed for three words with you ; for I 
did not know what I ought, to do.r We mu€t learn something 
before we return. Your friends must act for you. Where is 
Mr. Hope r 

" I do not know. ^^ Everybody deserts me, I think.** 

'' I will not. It is little I can do ; but stay by me : do not 
leave me: I will watch for you.'* 

Margaret fell into the common error of the wretched, when 
she said these last words. Her brother was at work oh her 
behalf. Hope had gone towards the ruins with the rest of the 
party to keep his eye on Enderby. Sophia hung on his arm, 
which she had taken, that she might relieve herself of some 
thoughts which she could not so well speak to any one of the 
strangers of the party. 

" O, Mr. Hope !" cried she, **how very much mistaken we 
have been in Mr. Walcot all this time ! He is a most delight* 
ful young man, — so refined ! so domestic !" 

** Indeed ! You will trust Sydney's judgment more readily 
another time." 

" Yes, indeed. But I could not help telling you. I know 
you will not be offended ^ though some people, perhaps, would 
not venture to speak so to you ; but I know you will excuse it, 
and not be offended." 

*' So far from being offended, I like what you now say &r 
better than the way I have heard you sometimes speak of Mr. 
Walcot. I have thought before that you did not allow him 
fair play. Now, in my turn, I must ask you not to be offend- 
ed with me." 

" O, I never could be offended with you ; you are always 

so good and amiable. Mama seemed to be a little vexed when 

you encouraged Sydney to praise Mr. Walcot ; but she will 

be delighted at your opinion of him, when she finds bow ac- 

compllahed he ia, — ana so refined V 
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' •* You speak of my opinion. I have no opinion about Mr. 
Walcot yet, because I do not know him. You must remem- 
ber that, though all Deerbrook has been busy about him since 
May, I have scarcely heard him say five words. I do not 
speak as having any opinion of him, one way or another. 
How dark this place looks to-day ! — that aisle, — how 
gloomy !" 

" I think it is the weather. There is no sun ; and the ivy 
tosses about strangely. What do you think of the weather?'* 

" I think we shall have the least possible benefit of the moon. 
How like a solid wall those clouds look, low down in the sky ! 
Here comes Mr. Walcot. Suppose you let him take you 
after the rest of the party? You will not like the gloom of 
that aisle where I am going." 

Both Sophia and Mr. Walcot much preferred each other's 
company to the damp and shadow of the interior of the abbey. 
They walked off together, and gathered meadow flowers, and 
admired poetry and poets till all were summoned, and they 
were compelled to join the groups who were convermng from 
copse, brook, poultry-yard, and cloister, towards the green 
before the farm-house, where, after all, the long tea-table was 
spread. 

The reason of Hope's anxiety to consign Sophia to Mr. 
Walcot's charge was, that he saw Enderby pacing the aisle 
alone with rapid steps, his face hung with gloom as deep as 
darkened the walls about him. 

" Enderby, are you mad ?" cried Hope, hastening in to 
him. 

** I believe I am. As you are aware, no pian has better 
cause." 

** I wait your explanation.. Till I have it, your conduct is a 
perfect mystery. To Margaret, or to me for her, you must 
explain yourself, and that immediately. In the meantime, I 
do not know how to address you, — ^how to judge you." 

** Then Mrs. Grey has not told you of our conversation of 
this morning ?" 

♦* No," said Hope, his heart suddenly failing him. 

** The whole dreadful story has become known to me ; and 
I am thankful that it is revealed before it is too late. My sis- 
ter is sometimes right, however she may be often wrong. 
She has done me a cruel kindness now. I know all, Hope ; 
how you loved Margaret ; — ^how, when it was too late, you 
discovered that Margaret loved you ; — ^how, when I burst in 
upon you and her, she was (O why did I ever see her again ?) 
she was learning from you the absurd reaohxtiow \9\slO^^^&s»« 

L* 
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Grey had l>een urging upon you, by working upon your false 
sense of honour, — a sense of honour of which I am to have 
none of the benefit, since, after marrying the one sister out of 
compassion, and to please Mrs. Grey, you turn the other 
over to me, — innocent in soul and conscience, I know, but no 
longer with virgin affections, — ^you give her to me for your 
mutual security and consolation." 

** Enderby ! you are mad," cried Hope, his strength being 
roused by this extent of accusation from the depression caused 
by the mixture of truth in the dreadful words Philip had just 
spoken. •* But mad, deluded, or wicked, — ^however you may 
have been wrought into this state of mind, there are two 
things which must be said on the instant, land regarded by you 
in all coming time. These charges, as they relate to myself 
had better be spoken of at another opportunity, and when you 
are in a calmer state of mind : but meanwhile I, as a hus- 
band, forbid you to speak lightly of my beloved and honoured 
wife : and I also charge you, as you revere the purity of Mar- 
garet's soul, — of the innocent soul and conscience of which you 
speak, — ^that you do not convey to her, by the remotest intima- 
tion, any conception of the horrible tale with which some 
wretch has been deluding you. She never loved any one but 
you. If you pollute and agonize her imagination, with these 
vile fancies of your sister's (for from whom else can such in- 
ventions come ?) remember that you peril the peace of an in- 
nocent family ; you poison the friendship of sisters whom be- 
reavement has bound to each other ; and deprive Margaret of 
all that life contains for her. You will not impair my wife's 
faith in me, I am confident ; but you may turn Margaret's 
brain, if you say to her anything like what passed your lips 
just now. It seems but a short time, Enderby, since we com- 
mitted Margaret's happiness to your care ; and now I have 
to appeal on her behalf to your honour and conscience." 

" Mrs. Grey, Mrs. Grey," Enderby repeated, fixing his 
^es upon Hope's countenance. 

** The quarrel between you and me shall be attended to in 
its turn, Enderby. I must first secure my wife and Margaret 
from any rashness on your part. If you put distrust between 
them, and pollute their home by the wildest of fancies, it would 
be better for you that these walls should fall upon us, and bury 
us both." 

" O that they would !" cried Philip. « I am sick of living 
in the midst of treachery. Life is a waste to a man treated 
as I have been." 

** Answer me, Enderby^ — answer me this instant,'' Hope 
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garet, whom he saw now entering the miny and rapidly ap* 
proaching them. 

/^You are right," said Enderby aloud. <*You may trqst 
me." 

**" Philip, what am I to think 7" said Margaret, walking quite 
up to hin^ and looking intently in his face. '^ I hardly know 
whether we are living, and in our common world." Hope 
shuddered to see the glance she cast round the dreary place. 
Philip half turned away, and did not speak. 

" Why will not you speak ? What reason can there be for 
this silence ? When you Jast left me, you feared your sister 
might make mischief between us, and then I promised that if 
i&uch a thing could happen as that I should doubt you, I would 
tell you my doubt as soon as I was aware of it myself; and 
now you are angry with me — ^you would strike me dead this 
moment, if you dared — and you will not speak." 

**Go now, Margaret," said Hope, gently. ♦*He cannot 
speak to you now ; take my word for it that he cannot." 

** I will not go. I will take nobody's word. What are you, 
Edward, between me and him ? It is my right to know how 
I have ofiended him* I require no more than my right. I 
do not ask him to love me ; nor need I, for he loves me still 
— ^I know it and feel it." 

"It is true," said Enderby, mournfully gazing upon her 
.agitated countenance, but retreating as he gazed. 

** I do not ask to be yours, any further than I am- now, — 
now when our affections are true, and our word is broken. 
But I do insist upon your esteem, as far as I have ever pos- 
sessed it. I have done nothing to forfeit it ; and I demand 
your reasons for supposing that I have." 

" Not now," said Philip faintly, shrinking in the presence of 
the two concerning whom he entertained ' so painful a com* 
plexity of feelings. There stood Hope, firm as the pillar be- 
hind him. There stood Margaret, agitated, but unabashed as 
the angels that come in dreams. Was it possible tl^at these 
two had loved 1 Could they then stand before him thus ? But 
Mrs. Grey — what she admitted I — ^this, in confirmation with 
other evidence, could not be cast aside. Yet Philip dared not 
speak, fearing to injure beyond reparation. 

" O Margaret, not now !" he faintly repeated. « My heart 
is almost broken ! Give me time." 

** You have given me none. Let that pass, however. But 
I cannot give you time. I cannot hold out, — ^who can hold 
out under injurious secrecy-sunder mocking injustLco— undec 
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torturing doubt from the one who is pledged to the extreme of 
eopfidcnce 7 Let us once understand one another, and we will 
never meet more, and I wUl endure whatever must be endured, 
and we shall have time— -O what a weary time !— to learn to 
submit But not till you have given me the confidence you 
owe-— the last I shall ever ask from you — will I endure one 
moment's suspense. I will not give you time/' 

*' Yes, Margaret, you will— you must," said Hope. " It is 
hard, very hard ; but Bnderby is so far right/' 

** God help me, for every one is against me !" cried Marga- 
ret, sinking down among the long grass, and laying her throb- 
bing head upon the cold stone. '* He comes without notice to ter- 
rify me by his anger — me whom he loves above all the world ; 
he leaves my heart to break with his unkindness in the midst 
of all these indifferent peqple — he denies me the explanation t 
demand ; and you — ^you of all others^tell me he is right ! I 
will do without protection, since the two who owe it forsake 
me : but Crod is my witness how you wrong me." 

**Enderby, why do not you go?" said Hope, sternly. 
Almost before the words were spoken, Bnderby had disap- 
peared at the further end of the aisle. 

^ Patience, Margaret ! A little patience, my dear sister. 
All may be well ; all must be well for such as you; but I 
mean-that I trust all may be repaired. He has been wrought 
upon by some bad influence ." 

** Then all is over. If, knowing me as he did . But, 

Edward, do not speak, to me. Gro : leave me ! I cannot 
speak another word now——." 

** I cannot leave you here. This is no place for you. 
Think of your sister, Margaret. You will do nothing to alarm 
her. If she were to see you now——." 

Margaret raised herself, took her brother's arm, and went 
out into the air. No one was near. 

" Now leave me, brother. I must be alone. I will walk 
here, and think what I must do. But how can I know, when 
all is made such a mystery? O, brother, tell me what I 
ought to do ! " 

"Cfidm yourself now. Command yourself, for this day. 
You, innocent as you are, may well do so. If I had such a 
conscience as yours, — ^if I were only in your place, Margaret, 
—if I had nothing to bear but wrongs, I would thank Heaven 
as Heaven was never yet thanked." 

** You, Edward!" 

*' If the universe heaped injuries upon me, they should not 
crush me. If I had a self-respect like yours, I would lift my 
Aead to the stara/* 
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** You, Edward !'' 

" Margaret, wretched as you are, your misery is nothing to 
mine. Have pity upon me, and command yourself. For my 
sak^ and your sister's, look and act like yourself, and hope 
peacefully, trust steadily, that all will yet be right." 

" It cannot be that you have wronged me, brother. You 
sent him from me, I know ; and that was unkind : but you 
could never really wrong any one." 

" i never meant it. I honour you, ai\d would protect you, 
— I will protect you as a brother should. Only do not say 
again that you are forsaken. It would break our hearts to 
hear you say that again." 

"1 will not. And I will try to be for to-day as if nothing 
had happened ; but I promise np more than to endeavour, — I 
am so bewildered !" 

'" Then I will leave you. I shall not be fer off. No one 
shall come to disturb you.'* 

There is, perhaps, no mood of mind in which it is impossible 
for the sweet n^nistrations of nature to be accepted. Even 
now, as Margaret stood on the river-bank, the influences of 
the scene flowed in upon her. The operations of thought 
were quickened, and she was presently convinced that the next 
time she saw Philip she should learn all, — she mi^t even find 
him repentant for having been weak and credulous. Edward's 
self-reproach was the most inexplicable mystery of all. In 
his brotherly grief he had no doubt exaggerated some slight 
carelessness of speech, some deficiency of watchfulness and 
^ecd. Hester must never know of these sorrowful thin^ that 
Edward had said. There was substantial comfort in others of 
his words. It was true that she was only wronged. In her 
former season of wretchedness, it had been far worse : — ^there 
was not only disappointment, but humiliation ; loss, not only of 
hope, but of self respect. Now, ^he was innocent of any wrong 
towards Philip and herself; and, in this consciousness, any lot 
must be supportable. While^thus musing, she walked slowly 
^long, sighing away some of her oppression. Her heart and 
head throbbed less. Her eye was caught by the litde fish that 
leaped out of the water after the evening flies : she stood to 
watch them. The splash of a water-rat roused her ear, and 
she turned to track him across the stream. Then she saw a 
fine yellow iris, growing among the flags on the very brinki 
and she must have it for Maria* To reach it without a wet- 
ting required seme skill and time. She tried this way, — she 
tried that ; but the flower was just out of reach. She went to 
the next alder-bush for a bought which answered her purpose ; 
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and she had drawn the tuft of flags towards her, and laid hxM 
of the iris, when Sidney shouted her name from a distance, and 
summoned her to tea. 

Maria was seated at the table, amidst the greater proporticm 
of the party, when Margaret a^^rived, escorted by Sydney, and 
followed at a little distance by Mr. Hope. Never had flower 
been more welcome to Maria than this iris, oflered to her 
with a smile* Pale as the face was, and heavy as were the 
eyes, there was a genuine smile. Maria had kept a place 
for Margaret, which she took, though Mrs. Grey kept gazing 
at her, and assured her that she must sit beside her. Mr. 
Enderby was not to be seen. Frequent proclamation was 
made for him ; but he did not appear ; and it was settled that 
if he preferred wood-ranging to good cheer, he must have his 
own way. 

Tea passed ofi* well enough. Dr. Levitt and Mr. Hope 
went over the subject of the abbey again, for the benefit of 
the rearward portion of the company, who had not heard it 
before. Mr. Rowland and the farmer discussed the bad crops. 
Sophia spilled her tea, from Mr. Walcot having made her 
laugh when she was carrying the cup to her lips ; and Syd- 
ney collected a portion of every good thing that was on the 
table, for Mr. Enderby to enjoy on his return. 

Mr. Enderby did not return till it was quite time to be 
gone* Mr. Grey had long been hurrying the servants in their 
Business of packing up plates and spoons. He even oflTered 
help, and repeated his cautions to his guests not to stray be- 
yond call. The farmer shook his head as he looked up at the 
leaden-coloured sky, across which black masses of cloud, like 
condensed smoke, were whirled, and prophesied a stormy 
night. There was no time to be lost. The boatmen came 
bustling out of the farm-kitchen, still munchmg ; and they put 
the boats in trim with all ispeed, while the ladies stood on the 
bank quite ready to step in. Mrs. Grey assorted the two 
parties, still claiming Margaret for her own boat, but allowing 
Maria to enter instead of Sydney. Hope chose to remain 
with them; so Dr. Levitt exchanged with Sophia. Mr. 
Walcot thought there was a lion in his path either way, — Mr* 
Hope, his professional rival, in one boat, and Mr. Enderby, 
whom he fancied he had oflTended, in the other. He adhered 
to Sophia, as a sure ally. 

** Mr. Enderby ! Where can he be ?". was the exclamation, 
when all were seated, and the boatmen stood ready to start 
with the tow-rope about their shoulders ; when the dame of 
the farm had made her parting curtsey, and had stepped a 
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few paces backward, after her swimming obeisance. The 
fanner was running over the meadow towards the copse in 
search of the missing gentleman, and Sydney would have 
sprung out of the boat to join in the chase, when his father 
laid a strong hand on him, and said that one stray member of 
a party on a threatening evening was enough. He could not 
have people running after one another till the storm came on. 
Mr. Rowland was full of concern, and would have had Syd- 
ney throw away the basketful of good things he had hoarded 
for his friend. If Enderby chose to absent himself for his 
own enjoyments, Mr. Rowland said, he could not expect to 
share other people's. Hope was standing up in the first boat, 
gazing anxiously rojond, and Margaret's eyes were fixe^ on 
his fece, when everybody cried out at once, ** Here he is ! 
here he comes !" and Enderby was seen leaping through a 
gap in the farthest hedge, and bounding over the meadow. 
He sprang into theboat with a force which set it rocking, and 
made the ladies catch at whatever could be grasped. 

" Your hat !" exclaimed several voices. 

"Why, Mr.^ Enderby, where is your hat?" cried Sydney, 
laughing. Enderby clapped his hand on the top of his head, 
and declared he did not know.-^He had not missed his hat 
. till this moment. 

Hope called from the first boat to the farmer, and asked 
him to look in the aisle of the abbey for the gentleman's hat. 
It was brought thence ; and Fanny and Mary laughed at Mr. 
Hope for being such a good guesser as to fancy where Mr. 
Enderby's hat might be, when Mr. Enderby did not know 
himself. The moment the hat was tossed into the lap of its 
owner, Mr. Grey's voice was heard shouting to the men — ^ 

** Start off, and.get us home as soon as you can." 

The men gave a glance at the sky, and set forth at a smart 
pace. Mr. Grey saw that the umbrellas lay at his hand, 
ready for distribution, and advised each lady to draw her 
cloak about her, as the air felt to him damp and chill. 

A general flatness beins perceptible, some one proposed 
that somebody else should sing. All declined at first, how- 
ever, except Maria, whose voitfe was alwayamost ready when it 
was most difficult to sing, — ^when the party was dull, or when 
no one else would begin. She wanted to prevent Margaret's 
being applied to, and she sang, once and again, on the slight- 
est hint. Sophia had no music-books, and could not sing 
without the piano, as every one knew beforehand she would 
say. Mrs. Grey dropped a tear to the memory of Mrs. En- 
derby, whose ballad was never wanting on such occasions as 
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these* Sydney concluded that it was the same thought which' 
made Mr. Enderhy hury his head in his hat hetween his knees 
while Miss Young was singing. It could not surely be all for 
shame at having kept the party waiting. It was with some 
uncertainty and awe that he whispered in his friend's ear — I 

" Don't you think you could sing your new song that cousin 
Margaret is so fond of? Do : we are all as flat as flounders, 
and everybody will be asleep presently if we don't do some- 
thing. — Can't you g^t over a thing or two, and sing for us? I 
am sure I wouid if I only could." 

Enderby i^ook his head without raising it from his knees. 

Mr. Walcot had no idea of refusing when he was asked. 
He could sing the Canadian Boat-song ; but he was afraid 
they might have heard it before^i 

** Never mind that ! Let us have it," said everybody. 

"But there should be two: it is a duett properly, you 
know." 

Sophia believed she could sing tliat, — just that, — ^without 
the piano. She would try the first part, if he would take the 
second.— Mr. Grey thought to himself that his daughter seem* 
ed to have adopted his hint about civility to his guests very 
dutifully.-*— But Mr. Walcot could sing only the first part, 
because he had a brother at home who jdways took the 
second. He could soon learn it, he had no doubt, but he did 
not know it at present : so he had the duett all to himself 
upliftmg a slender voice in a very odd k^y, which Fanny and 
Mary did not quite know what to make of. They looked 
round into all the faces in their boat to see whether any one 
was going to laugh : but everybody was immoveable, except 
that Soplua whispered softly to Miss Young that Mr. Walcot 
was a most delightful young man, after all, — so accomplished 
and so refined ! 

Mr. Walcot's song ended with a quaver, from a large, cold 
startling drop of rain falling on his nose, as he closed his eyes 
to draw out his last note. He blushed at having started and 
flinched from a drop of rain, and so spoiled his conclusion. 
Some of his hearers supposed he had broken down, till assured 
by others that he had finished. Then everybody thanked him, 
Wid agreed the rain was really coming on.' 

There were now odd fleeces of wiiite cloud between the 
lead colour] and the black. They were hurried about in the 
sky, evidently by counter currents. The river was almost 
inky in its hue, and every large drop made its own splash 
and circle. Up went the umbrellas in both boats ; but almost 
before they were raised, some were turned inside out, and cJI 
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were dragged down again. The gust had come, and brought 
with it a pelt of hail, — ^large hailstones, which fell in at 
Fanny's collar behind, while she put down her head to save 
her face, and which almost took away Mary's breath, by 
coming sharp and fast against her cheeks* Then somebody 
descried a gleam of lightning quivering in the grey roof of the 
sky ; and next, every one saw the tremendous flash which blazed 
over the surface of the water, all round about. How Mr* 
Walcot would have quavered if he had been singing still ! 
But a very different voice was now to be heard — ^the hoarse 
thunder rolling vp, like advancing artillery ; first growling, 
then roaring, and presently crashing and rattling overhead. 
The boatmen's thoughts were for the ladies,, exposed as they 
were, without the possibility of putting up umbrellas. It felt 
almost dark to those in the boats, as Uiey cut rapidly^-Htnore 
and more rapidly-^through the water which seethed about the 
bows. The paen were trotting,^— running. Presently it was 
darker still : the bent heads were raised, and it appeared that 
the boats were brought to, under the wide branches of two 
oaks which overhung the water. The woods were reached 
already. 

*^ Shelter for the ladies, sir," said the panting boatmen, 
touching their hats, and then taking them off to wipe their 
brows. Mr. Grey looked doubtful, stood up to survey, and 
then asked if there was no farm, no sort of house anywhere 
near. None nearer than yon village where the spire was ; 
and that was very little nearer than Deerbrook itself. The 
ladies who were disposed to say anything observed that they 
were very well as they were : the tree kept offa great deal of 
the hail, and the wind was not felt quite so much as on the 
open river. Should they sit still, or step on shore ? Sit still, 
by all means. . Packed closely as they were, they would be 
warmer and drier than standing on shore ; and they were now 
ready to start homewards as soon as the storm should abate. 
It did not appear that there was any abatement of the storm 
in five minutes, nor in^ quarter of an hour. The young peo- 
ple looked up at the older ones, as if asking what to expect. 
Several of the party happened to be glancing in the same 
direction with^the boatmen, when they saw a shaft of lightning 
strike perpendicularly from the upper range of cloud upon the 
village spire, and liffhtJt up. 

'^Lord bless us!'' exclaimed Mr. Grey, as the spire sent its 
smoke up like a little volcano* 

Fanny burst out a crying, but was called a silly child and 
desired not to make a noise. Every one was silent enough 
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now ; most hidiiig their feces, that they might nak see what 
happened next. Half way between the river and the «aa(^di^ 
church, in the ferther part of the opposite meadow, was a fine 
spreading oak, under which, as nnght just be seen, a flock of 
sheep were huddled together for shelter. Another fiery dart 
shot down from the dark canopy, upon the crown of this oak. 
The tree quivered and fell asunder, its fragments l3ring in a 
circle. There was a rush forth of such of the sheep as e»> 
caped, and a rattle of thunder which would have overpowered 
any ordinary voice, but in the midst of which a scream was 
heard from the first boat. It was a singular thing that, in 
talking over this storm in after-days at home, no lady would 
own this scream. 

*' I'm thinking, sir," said Ben, as socm as he could make 
himself heard, ^ we are in a bad place here, as the storm 
seems thickening this way. We had best get from under the 
trees, for all the hail." 

^* Do so, Ben, and make hasten" ^ 

When the first boat was brought a little out into the stream^ 
in order to clear it of the flags, Margaret became aware that 
Philip was gazing earnestly at her from the other boat. She 
alone of the ladies had sat with face up-raised, watching the 
advance of the storm. She alone, perhaps, of all the compa- 
ny, had enjoyed it with pure relish. It had animated her 
mind, and restored her to herself. When she saw Phihp 
leaning back on his elbow, almost over the edge of the boat, 
to contemplate her, she returned his gaze with such an expres- 
sion of mournful wonder and composed sorrow, as moved him 
to draw his hat over his eyes, and resolve to look no more. 

The storm abated, but did not cease. Rain succeeded to 
hail, lightning still hovered in the air, and thunder continued to 
growl afar off. But the umbrellas could now be kept up, and 
the ladies escaped with a slight wetting. 

Before the party dispersed from the wharf, Hope sought 
Philip, and had a few moments' conversation with him, the 
object of which was to agree upon fiirther discourse on the 
morrow. Hope and Margaret then accompanied Maria 
to her lodgmg, and walked thence silently home. 

Hester was on the watch for them,— « little anxious lest 
they should have suflered from the storm, and ready with some 
reflections on the liabilities of parties of pleasure ; but yet 
blithe and beaming. Her countenance fell when she saw her 
sister's pale face. 

** Margaret ! how you look !" cried she. « Cold, wet, and 
weary : and ill, too, I am sure." 



V 
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"Cold, wet, and weary,"- Margaret adimtted. "Let me 
nmke haste to bed. And do you . make tea for Edward, and 
send some up to me. Good night ! I cannot talk now. Ed- 
ward will tell you." 

"TeUme what?" Hester asked her husband, when she 
found that Mai^garet had really rather have no atttendance. 

" That Margaret is unhappy, love, from some misunder- 
standing with Enderby. Some busy devil, — I have no doubt 
the same that has caused so much mischief already, — ^has 
come between him and Margaret" 

He then told the story of Philip's sudden appearance, and 
his conduct throughout the day, omitting all hint that any con- 
versation with himself had taken place. He hoped, in con- 
clusion, that all would be cleared up, and the mutual faith of 
the lovers restored. 

Hester thought this impossible. If Philip could be preju- 
diced against Margaret by any man or woman on earth, or 
any devil in hell, there must be an instability in his character 
to which Margaret's happiness must not be committed. Hope 
was not sure of this. There were circumstances of tempta- 
tion, modes of delusion, under which the faith of a seraph 
might sink. But worse still, Hester said, was his conduct of 
to-day, torturing Margaret's affection,- wounding her pride, in. 
suiting her cruelly, in the presence of all those among 
whom she lived. Hope was disposed to suspend his judg. 
ment eveii upon this. Enderby was evidently half frantic. 
His love was undiminished, it was clear. It was the soul of 
all the madness of to.day. Margaret had conducted herself 
nobly. Her innocence, her faith, must triumph at last. They 
mli^t bring her lover to her side again, Hester had little 
doubt : but she did not see what could now render Philip wor- 
thy of Margaret. This had always been her apprehension. 
How, after the passions of this day, could they ever again be 
as they had been?^ — And tears, as gentle and sorrowful as 
Margaret had ever shed for her, now rained from Hester's 
eyes. 

"Be comforted, my Hester, — my generous wife, be com. 
forted. . You live for us, — ^you are our best blessing, my loye, 
and we can never bear to see you suffer for her. Be com- 
forted, and wait. Trust that the retribution of this will fall 
where it ought ; and that will never be upon our Margaret. 
Pray that tl^ retribution may fall where it ought, and that its 
bitterness may be intense as the joy which Margaret and you 
deserve." 

" I never knew you so revengeful, Edward," said his wife, 
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taking the hand he held before his eyes. ^ Shall I admonish 
you for once t Shall I give you a reproof for wishing woe to 
our enemies t Shall I remind you to forgive, — ^fully, freely, 
as you hope to be forgiven t" . 

" Yes, love ; — any&ng for the hope of being forgiven." 
« Ah ! how deep your sorrow for Margaret is ! Grief al- 
ways humbles us in our own eyes. Such humiliation is the 
test of sorrow. Bless you, love, that you grieve so for Mar. 
garet!" 



CHAPTER XII. 

THB IfSXT DAT. 

Thb hours of a sleepless night were not too long for Hq>e 
to revolve what he must say and do on the morrow. He musi 
meet Enderby ; and the day would probably decide Marga- 
ret's fate. That this decision would implicate his own happi* 
ness or misery was a subordinate thought. It was not till 
after he had viewed Margaret's case in every light in which 
apprehension could place it, that he dwelt upon what the suf* 
foring to himself must be of seeing Margaret, day l^ day, liv- 
ing on, in meek patience, amidst the destruction of hope and 
hi^piness which his attachment had caused. When he did 
dwell upon it, his heart sank within him. All that had made 
him unhappy seemed of late to have passed away. For many 
months he had seen Margaret satisfied in her attachment to 
another ; he had seen Hester coming out nobly from the trial 
of adversity, in which all her fine qualities had been exercised, 
and her weaknesses almost subdued. She had been not only 
the devoted wife, but patient and generous towards her foes, 
foil of faith and cheerfulness in her temper, and cc^able of 
any degree of seLf.denial in the conduct of her daily life. She 
had been of late all that in the days of their engagement, — in 
the days when he had dealt falsely with his own mind, — ^be 
had trusted she would be. A friendship, whose tenderness 
was life enough for them both, had grown up in his soul, and 
he had been at peace. It had been a subject of incessant 
thankfuUiess to him, that the evil of what he could now hardly 
consider as a false step had been confined to himself, — ^that his 
struggles, his strivings, the dreadful solitary confiicts of a few 
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months, had not been in vain ; that he had fulfilled the claims 
of both relations, and marred no one's peace. Now, he was 
plunged into the struggle again. The cause was at an end ; 
but consequences, of perhaps endless wretchedness^ remained 
to be borne. His secret was known, and made the basis of 
imtruths to which the whole happiness of his household, so vic- 
toriously struggled for, so carefully cherished by him, and so 
lately secured, must be sacrificed. Again and again he turned 
from the fearful visions of Margaret cast off, of the estrange- 
ment of the sisters, of the possible loss of some of their fair 
fame, — from these harrowing thoughts he turned again and 
again to consider what must be done. — The most certain thing 
was, that he must not, by word, look, pause, or admission, coun- 
tenance to Enderby himself the supposition that he had not 
preferred Hester at the time she became his wife. In the 
present state of their attachment, this was the merest justice 
to her. Nothing that it was in Mrs. Grey's power to reveal 
bore a relation to any time later than his early, and it might 
be assumed superficial, intercourse with the sisters ; and, a^ 
far as he knew, no one else, unless it were Frank, (by this 
time in possession of the facts,) had ever conceived of the true 
state of the c^se. He must decline all question about his do- 
mestic relations, except as far as Margaret was concerned. 
Beyond this, he would allow of no inquisition, and would for- 
bid all speculation. For Margaret's sake, no less than Hes- 
ter's, this was necessary. If she should ever be Enderby's 
wife, it was of the utmost importance that Enderby should not, 
in his most secret soul, hold this information, however strong- 
ly he might be convinced that Margaret was in ignorance of it, 
and had never loved any but himself There must be no admis- 
sion to Enderby of that which had been truth, but which would 
become untruth by being first admitted now. There must be en- 
tire silence upon the whole subject of himself. As to Margaret* 
he did not see what could be done, but to declare his true and per- 
fect belief that she had never loved any but Enderby. But alas ! 
what chamce was there of this testimony being received ; the 
very point of Enderby's accusation being, that they both look- 
ed, perhaps in self-delusion, at the connexion with him as their, 
security from the consequences of Hope's weakness in marry- 
ing Hester ? It was all confused; — all wretched, — all nearly 
hopeless. Margaret would be sacrificed without knowing why, 
— would have her heart wrung with the sense of injury in ad- 
dition to her woe. 

From reflections and anticipations, Hope rose early to the 
great duty of the day. He told Hester that he was ^oin^tic^ 
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meet Enderby in the meadows, to receive a full explanation of 
his Conduct of the preceding day ; and that it was probal^e 
that he should bring home whatever tidings it might oe Mar- 
garet's lot to hear. 

He found, during the long and anxious conversation in the 
meadoWy that he had need of all the courage, cahnness, and 
discretion he could command. It was a cruel trial to one 
whose wont it had been from his childhood to converse in 
*• simplicity and godly sincerity,'- — it was a cruel trial to hear 
evidence upon evidence brought of wliat he knew to have been 
feet, and to find connected with this, revolting falsehoods, 
against which he could only utter the indignation of his soul, 
when he afterwards reflected how artfully the fiu^ts and false- 
hoods were connected, he could no longer wonder at Ender. 
by's convictions, nor at the conduct which proceeded firom 
them. There was in Enderby this morning no undue anger, 
no contempt which could excite anger in another;— no doubt 
cast by him upon Hope's honour, or Margaret's purity of 
mind, as the world esteems purity. However this might have 
been before their meeting of yesterday, it was now clear that, 
though immoveably convinced of their mutual attachment, he 
supposed it to have been entertained as innocently as it was 
formed ; — ^that Hope had been wrought upon by Mrs. Grey, 
and by a consciousness of Hester's love : that he had marridi 
from a false sense of honour, and then discovered his mistake ; 
that he had striven naturally, and with success, to persuade 
himself that Margaret loved his friend, while Mai^ret had 
made the same effort, and would have married that friend for 
security, and with the hope of rest in a home of her own, with 
one whom she might possibly love, and to whom she was 
bbund by his love of herself. 

As for the evidence on which his belief was founded, there 
seemed to be no end to it. Hope could do little but listen to 
the detail. If he had been sitting in judgment on the conduct 
of an imputed criminal, he would have wrestled with the evi- 
dence obstinately and long ; but what could he do, when it 
was the lover of his sister-in-law who was declaring why his 
confidence in her was gone, and he must resume his plighted 
faith ? None but those who had done the 'mischief could re- 
pair it ; and least of all, Hope himself. He could only make 
one single, solemn protestation of his belief that Margaret had 
loved none but Enderby, and deny the truth of every state- 
ment that was inconsistent with this. 

The exhibition of the evidence showed how penetrating, 
how sagacious, as well as how industrious, malice can be. 
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There seemed to be no circumstance connected with the sis- 
ters and their Irelation to Mr. Hope that Mrs. Rowland had 
not laid hold of. Mrs. Grey's visit to Hope during his con- 
valescence ; his subsequent seclusion, and his depression when 
he reappeared, — all these were noted ; and it was these which 
sent Enderby to Mrs. Grey for an explanation, which she had 
not had courage or judgment to withhold, — 'which, indeed, she 
had been hurried into giving. She had admitted all that had 
passed between herself and Mr. Hope,-^his <sonsternation at 
finding that it was Hester who loved him, and whom he must 
marry, and the force with which Mrs. Grey had felt herself 
obliged to urge Uiat duly upon him. Enderby connected with 
this his own observations and feelings at the time : his last 
summer's conviction that it was Margaret whom Hope loved, 
his rapturous surprise on hearing of the engagement being to 
Hester, and his wonder at the coldness with which his friend 
received his congratulations. He now thought that he must 
have been doomed to blindness not to have discerned the truth 
through all this. — Then there was his own intrusion during the 
interview which Hope had with Margaret ;-— their counte- 
nances had haunted him ever since. Hope's was full of con- 
istraint and anxiety ; — ^he was telling his intentions : — Marga- 
ret's face was downcast, and her attitude motionless ; — she 
was hearing her doom. — Then, after Hope was married, all 
Deerbrook was aware of his failure of spirits ; and of Marga- 
ret's no less. It was a matter of common remark, that there 
must be something amiss, — ^that all was not right at home. 
They had, then, doubtless discovered that the attachment was 
mutual ; and they might well be wretched. — Those who ought 
to know best had been convinced of this at an earlier stage of 
the intercourse. Mrs. Rowland had met at Cheltenham a 
young officer, an intimate friend of Mr. Hope's family, who 
would not be persuaded that it Was not to the younger sister 
that Mr. Hope was married. He declared that he knew, from 
the highest authority, that Hope was attached to Margaret, 
and that the attachment was returned. It was not till Mrs. 
Rowland had shown him the announcement of the marriage in 
an old Blickley newspaper, which she happened to have used 
in packing her trunk, that he would believe that it was the 
elder sister who was Hope's wife. — ^There was one person, 
however, who had known the whole, Enderl^ said ; perhaps 
she was the only person who had been aware of it all ; and that 
was his mother. 

In answer to Hope's exclamations upon the absurdity of 
this, Enderby said, that a thousand circumstaqces rose ui^ tA 
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confirm Mrs. Rowland's statement that her mother had known 
ally and had learned it fyom Market herself. Margaret had 
confided in her old friend as in a mother ; and nothing could 
be more natural — nothing probably more necessary to an over 
burdened heart. This explained his mother's never haying 
shown his letters to Margaret — the person for whom, as she 
knew, they were chiefly written. This explained the words 
of concern about the domestic troubles of the Hopes which, 
now and then during her long confinement, she had dropped in 
JPhoebe's hearing, and even in her letters to her son. She had 
repeatedly regretted that Margaret would, not leave her sister's 
house, and return to Birmingham, saying that income and con- 
venience were not to be thought of for a moment, in compari- 
son with some other consideration. In fact she had — ^it was 
a weakness,, perhaps, but one not to be too hardly judged un- 
der the circumstances — she had revealed the whole to her 
daughter, under injunctions to secrecy which had been strict- 
ly observed while she lived, and broken now only for a broth- 
er's sake, and after a long conflict between obligations appa- 
rently contradictory. When, from her deathbed, she had wel- 
comed Margaret as a daughter-in-law, it was in the gratitude 
which it was natural for a mother to feel, on finding the attach- 
ment of an only son at length appreciated and rewarded. 
When she had implored Mrs. Rowland to receive Margaret as 
a sister, and had seen them embrace, her. generous spirit had 
rejoiced in her young friend's conquest of an unhappy passion ; 
and she had meant to convey to Priscilla an admonition to bury 
in oblivion what had become known to her, and to forgive Mar- 
garet for having loved any one but Philip. Priscilla could 
not make a difficulty at such a time, and in such a presence ; 
she had submitted to the embrace, but her soul had recoiled 
from it ; she had actually fainted under the shock ; cuid ever 
since, she had declared to her brother, with a pertinacity 
which he had been unable to understand — which, indeed, had 
looked like sheer audacity, that he would never marry Marga- 
ret Ibbotson. Philip was now convinced that he had done his 
sister much wrong. Her temper and conduct were in sonje 
instances indefensible ; but since he had learned all this, and 
become aware how much of what he had censured had been 
said and done out of aflection for himself, he had been disposed 
rather to blame her for the lateness of her explanations than 
fi)r any excess of zeal on his account — zeal which he admitted 
had carried her a point or two beyond the truth in some of her 
aims. These statements about the condition of Margaret's 
iBmd were borne out by circumstances well known to others. 



I)BKEBBOO& 141 

When Margaret had heen rescued from drowning, Hope was 
heard to bteathe, as he bent over her, ** O Grod ! my Marga- 
ret V* and it was observed that she rallied instantly on hearing 
the exclamation, and repaid him with a look worthy of his 
words. This had been admitted to Bnderby himself by the 
one who heard it, and who migl\t be trusted to speak of it to 
BO one else. Then, it was known that when Margaret was in 
the habit of taking long walks alone, towards the end of the 
winter, she was met occasionally by her brother-in-law in his 
lides — ^naturally enough. Their conversation had been over- 
heard, once at least, when they consulted about the peace of 
their home — ^how much of a certain set of circumstances they 
should commuiHcate to Mrs. Hope, and Aether or not Ender- 
by was engaged to a lady abroad. Without these testimonies, 
Enderfoy felt that he had only to recur to his own experience 
to be convinced that Margaret had never loved him, though 
striving to persuade herself, as well as him, that she did. The 
eaknness with which she had received his avowals that first 
evening last winter struck him with admiration at the time ; 
he now understood it better. He wondered he had felt so lit* 
tie till now the coldness of the tone of her correspondence. 
The first thipg which awakened him to an admission of it, was 
her refusal to marry him in the spring. She shrank, as she 
avowed, from leaving her present residence — she might have 
s€Lid, from quitting those she loved best It was clear that in 
marrying she was to make a sacrifice to duty-^ — to secure inno- 
cence and safety for herself and those who were dearest to her ; 
and that, when the time drew near, she recoiled from the ef- 
fort. Enderby was thankful that all had become clear in time 
for her release and his own. 

The horror with which Hope listened to this was beyond 
what he had prepared himself for, — beyond all that he had yet 
endured. Enderby seemed quite willing to hear him; but 
whal could be said? Only that which he had planned. His 
protest against the truth of certain of the statements, and the 
justice of some of the constructions of facts, was strong. He 
declared that, in his perfect satisfaction with his domestic state, 
his happiness with his beloved and honoured wife, he would 
admit of no question about his family afiairs, as far as he and 
Hester were concerned. He denied, at once, and for ever, all 
that went to show that Margaret had for a moment regarded 
him otherwise than as a friend and a brother ; and declared 
that the bare mention to her of the idea which was uppermost 
in Enderby 's mind would be a cruelty and insult which could 
never be retrieved. He was not going to plead for her. 
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Bitterly as she must suffer, it was from a cause which lay too 
deep for cure, — ^from a want of faith in her in one who ought 
to know her hest,l)ut from whom she would he henceforth hest 
separated, if what he had been saying was his deliberate belief 
and judgment. — Enderby declaring that it was so» and that it 
was his intention to release Margaret from her engagement, 
gently and carefully, without useless explanation, and without 
reproach, there was nothing more to be said or done. Hope 
prophesied, in parting, that, of all the days of Elnderby's life, 
this was perhaps that of which he would one day heartily re« 
pent ; find while he spoke, he felt that this same day was the 
one which ha himself might find the most difficult to endure* 
He left Enderby still pacmg the meadow, and walked home- 
wards with a heart weighed down with grief, — a grief which 
yet hq would fain have increased to any degree of intensity by 
taking Margaret's upon himself* 

Margaret was at the breakfast table with her sister when he 
entered. Her eyes were swollen, but her manner was gentle 
and coo^sed. She looked up at Edward, when he appeared, 
with an expression of timid expectation in her face which 
went to his soul. A few words passed, — a very few, and then 
no more was said. 

" Yes, I have seen him. He is very wretched. He will 
not come, but we shell hear something, I have no doubt. A 
strange persuasion which I cannot remove, of a prior attach- 
ment, — of a want of frankness and confidence. He will ex- 
pledn himself presently. But his persuasion i^ irremoveable." 

Hester had much to say of him out of her throbbing heart ; 
but she looked at Margaret, and retrained herself. What 
must there be in that heart ? To utter one word would be ir- 
reverent. The breakfast passed in an almost unbroken 
silence. 

It had not been long over when the expected letter came. 
Hope never saw it ; but there was no need : he perfectly anti- 
cipated its contents, while to her for whom they were written 
they were incomprehensible. 

" I spare you ajad myself the misery of an interview. It 
must be agonizing to you, and there would be dishonour as 
well as pain to me, in witnessing that agony. If, as I fully 
believe, you have been hitherto blind to the injustice of your 
oonnecting yourself with me, from a sense of duty and expedi- 
ency, whin you had not a first genuine love to give, I think 
you will see it now ; and I pity your sufiering in the discov- 
ery. There is only one pomt on which I wish or intend to 
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hang any reproach. Why did you not, when I had become 
entitled to your confidence, lay your heart fully open to me ? 
Did I not do so by you? Did I not reveal to you even the 
transient fancy which I entertained long ago, and which I 
showed my faith in yt)u, her friend, by revealing ? If you had 
only done the same — if you had only let me know, without a 
hint as to the object, that you had been attached, and that you 
believed I might succeed to your affections in time, — ^if you 
had done this, I do not say that we should then have been 
what I so lately trusted we were to be, for my soul is jealous, 
— ^has been made so by what I thought you, — and will bear 
none but a first, and an entire, and an exclusive love : but, in 
that case, I should have cherished you in my inmost heart, as 
all that I have believed you to be, though not destined for pe. 
" But I do not blame you. You have done what you meant 
to be right ; though, from too great regard to one set of con- 
siderations, you have mistaken the right, and have sacrificed 
me. I make allowance for your difficulty, euid, for my own 
part, pardon you, and testify most sincerely and earnestly to 
the purity of your mind and intentions. Do not reject this 
parting testimony. I offer it because I would not have you 
think me harsh, or suppose that passion has made me unjust. 
— I lov6 you too deeply to do more than mourn. I have no 
heart to blame, except for your want of confidence. Of that 
I have a right to complain : but, for the rest, spare yourself 
the efibrt of selC-justification. It is not needed. I do not ac- 
cuse you. You were right in saying yesterday that I love 
you still. I shall ever love you, be our i^parate lives what 
they may. Grod bless you ! "P. B." 

" Will you not wait, my dearest Margaret 1" said Hester, 
when, within half an hour of the arrival of Enderby's letter, 
she met her sister on the stairs, with the reply in her hand, 
sealed, and ready to be sent. " Why sudi haste ? The 
event of your life may hang on this day, on this one let- 
ter. Can it be right to be so rapid in what you think 
and do." 

" The event of my life is decided," she replied, "unless . . . 
No— the event of my life is decided. I have nothing more to 
wait for. I have written what I think, and it must go." 

It was as follows : 

** I have nothing to say in reply to your letter, for I cannot 
understand it. Yet I wonder less at your letter than at your 
having written it instead of coming to me, to say ?^.\l^3w^^3^\ft. 
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3rour mind. At some moments I still think that you will^ 
feel that you are on your way hither, and I £uicy that thii 
dre^klfid dream of your displeasure will pass aw^y. It is the 
first time in my life that any one has heen seriously and last* 
ingly displeased with me ; and, though I feel that I have not de* 
served it, I am very wretched that you» of all others, should blame 
me, and cease to trust me. There ought to be some comfort 
in the thought that your anger is without cause : but I cannot 
find such comfort ; for I feel that though I could endure your 
loss by long absence or death, I cannot live in the spirit in 
which I should wish to live, without your esteem. 

<* It is useless; alas ! to intreat of you to come and explain 
yourself, or in some other way to put me in possession of the 
cause of your anger. If you could resist the claims I had 
upon you for confidence before I knew what was going to be- 
fal me, — ^if you could resist the demand I made yesterday, I 
fear there is little use in imploring you to do me justice. If 
I thought there was any chance, I would submit to intreat, 
though I would not have you, any more than myself, forget 
that I have a right to demand. But indeed I would yield every- 
thing that I dare forego, to have you awakened from this strange 
delusion which makes us both wretched. It is no time tot 
pride now. I care not how fully you know what Ffeel. I 
only wish that you could see into my soul as into your own; 
for then you would not misjudge me as you dor I care not 
what any one may think of my throwing myself upon the love 
which I am certain you feel for me, if I can only persuade 
you to tell me what you mean, and to hear what I shall then 
have to say. — What can I now say ? I will not reproach you> 
for I know you must be even, if possible, more miserable 
than 1 : but yet, how can I help feeling that you have been 
unjust and harsh with me ? Yes,i— though the tone of your 
letter seems to be gentle, and you clearly mean it to be so, I 
feel that you have been very, harsh to me. Nothing that you 
can do shall ever make me so cruel to you. Tou may rest 
satisfied that, if we should not meet again, I will never be 
unjust to you. To every one about me it will appear that you 
are fickle and dishonourable, — that you have acted towards me 
as it is in the nature of some men to act towards the women 
whose afiections they possess ; — in the nature of some men 
but not in yours. I know you to be incapable of anything 
worse than error and mistrust : (and, till yesterday, I could 
not have believed you capable of this much wrong :) and you 
may trust me to impute to you nothing worse than this. Suifer- 
Ing 09 J now atn^ as we both are, under this error and mis- 
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trust, may I not implore you^ for your own sake, (for mine 
it is too late,) to nourish the weak part of yourself, to ques" 
tion your own unworthy doubts, and to study the best parts 
of the minds you meet, till you grow assured (as a religious 
man ought to be) that there can be no self-interest, and much . 
laBS &lsehood, mixed up with any real affection^ — with any such 
affection as has existed between us two ? 

*^ I must not write more ; for I do not know, I cannot con- 
jecture how you may receive what I have written, thinking (^ 
me as you now do. It seems strange to remember that at this 
time yesterday, in this very chair, 1 was writing to you, — O 
how differently ! Is it possible that it was only yesterday,— 
such a world of misery as* we have lived through since ! But 
I can write no more. It may be that you wiu despise me ia 
every line as you read.: after what has happened, I cannot tell. 
Notwithstanding all I have said about trusting, I feel at this 
moment as if I could never depend on anything in this world 
^igain*, If you should come within this hour, and explain all, 
l^w could I be sure that the same thing might not happen 
again ? But do not let this weigh a moment with you, if indeed 
you think of coming. If I do not see you to-day, I shall never 
see you. I will then bear in mind, as you desire, and as I 
cannot help, that you love me still ; but how little comfort is 
there in such love, when trust is gone ! God comfort us both j 

'^Mab&aset Ibbotson." 

Mrs. Rowland was crossing the hall at the moment that 
her maid Betsy opened the door to Mr. Hope's errand-boy, 
and took in this letter. 

'* Where are you carrying that letter ?" said she, M Betsy 
passed her. 

^ To the study, ma'am, against Mr. Enderby comes ini> 
It is for Mr. Enderby, ma'am." 

** Very well." 

The letter was place<{ on the study majatelpiece t the place 
oi deposit for letters for absent members of the &unily« Mrs* 
Rowland meantime resumed her seat in the drawing-room 
where the nurse-maid was amusing the baby. Mama took the 
baby, and sent the maid away. She had a strong belief that 
her brother might be found somewhere in the shrubbery, 
though some feeling had prevented her telling the servant so 
when the letter was taken in. She went, with the baby in 
ber arms, into the study, to see whether Philip wqs visible 
in any part of the garden that could be seen thence. But she 
atopped short of the window. The hand-writing on the ad- 
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dress of the letter troubled her sight. More than • half p^ 
suaded, as she was, of the truth of much that she had told h^ 
brother, strenuously as she had nourished the few facts she 
was in possession of, till she had made them yield a double 
crop of inferences, she was yet conscious of large ezaggenu 
tions of what she knew, and of huge additions to what she 
believed to be probabilities, and had delivered as facts. There 
was in that hand -writing a prophecy of detection : and, like 
other cowards, she began to tamper with her reason and 
conscience. 

< There is gteat mischief in letters at such times,' she 
thought. *They are so difficult to answer ! and it is so possiUe 
to produce any effect that may be' wished by th^m ! As my 
husband was reading the other day — " It is so easy to be vir- 
tuous, to be perfect, upon paper !" Nothing that the girl can 
say ought to alter the state of the case : it can only harass 
Philip's feelings and perhaps cause all the work to be gone 
over again. His letter was meant to be final, I am confident, 
from his intending to go away this evening. There should 
have been no answer. This letter is a pure impertinence, 
and ought to be treated as such. It is a sort of duty to use it 
as it deserves. Many parents (at least I know old Mr. Boyk 
did) bdrn letters which they know to contain offers to daughters 
whom they do not wish to part with. Mr. Boyle had no 
scruple ; and I am sure this is a stronger case. Better end 
the whole afiair at once ; and then Philip will be free to form 
a better connexion. He will thank me one day for having 
broken off this.' 

She carried the letter into the drawing-room, slowly con- 
templating it as she went, She thought, for one fleeting instant, 
of reading it She was not withheld by honour, but by fear. 
She shrank from encountering its contents. She glanced over 
the mantelpiece, and saw that the lucifer-matches were at 
hand. To make the letter bum qi^ickly, it was necessary 
to unfold it. She put the child down upon the rug, — a &vour- 
ite play-place, for the sake of the gay pink and green shav- 
ings which, at this time of year, curtained the grate. While 
baby crawled, and gazed quietly and contented^ there, Mrs. 
Rowland broke the seal of Margaret's letter, turning her eyes 
from the writing, laid the blistered sheet in the hearth, and 
set fire to it. The child set up a loud crow of delight at the 
flame. At that moment, even this simple and familiar sound 
startled its mother out of all power of self-control. She snatch^ 
ed up the child with a vehemence which frightened it into a 
Aril] cry. Sbo feared the nursemaid would come before all 
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iDg it before the mirror over the mantelpiece. She met her 
own face there, white as ashes •; and the child saw nothing 
that could amuse it, while its eyes were blinded with tears. 
She opened the ^ndow to let it hearken to the church-clock ; . 
and the device was effectual. Baby composed its face to se- 
rious listening, before the long succession of strokes was 
finished, and allowed the tears to be wiped from its cheeks. 

One thing more remained to be done. Mrs« Rowland heard 
a step in the hall, and looked out : it was Betsy^s. 

*' I thought it was you. Pray desire cook to send up a cup 
of broth for Miss Rowland's lunch ; and be sure and let Miss 
Rowland know, the moment it is ready. — Mr. Enderby is in 
the shrubbery, I think." 

*^ Yes, ma'am ; seeing he was there, I was coming to ask 
about the letter, ma'am, to carry it to him." 

** O, that letter, — I sent it to him. He has got it. Tell 
cook directly about the broth.'* 

At lunch time, one of the children was desired to summon 
uncle Philip. Mrs. Rowland took care to meet him at the 
garden door. She saw him cast a wistful eye towards the 
study mantelpiece, as he passed the open door. His sister 
observed that she believed it was past post-time for this half- 
week. He sighed deeply ; and she felt that no sigh of his had 
ever so gone to her heart before. 

** Why, mama ! do look !" cried George, as well as a mouth- 
ful of bread would allow. '* Look at the chimney ! Where 
are all the shavings gone ? There is the knot at the top that 
they were tied together with, but not a bit of shaving left* 
Have they blown up the chimney ?" 

*< What will poor baby say?" exclaimed Matilda. " AU 
the pretty pink and green gone !" 

** There is some tinder blowing about," observed Greorge. 
•* I do believe they have been burnt." 

" Shut the window, George, will you ? There is no bearii^ 
this draught. There is no bearing Betsy's waste either. She 
has burned those shavings somehow in cleaning the grate. 
Her carelessness is past endurance." 

'^ Make her buy some new shavings, mama, for baby's 
sake." 

." Do be quiet, and get your lunch. Hand your uncle the 
dish of currants." 

Philip languidly picked a few. bunches. He had noticed 
nothing that had passed, as his sister was glc^ to observe. 
Besides being too much accustomed to hear complaints of the 
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servants to give any heed to Uiem, he was now engrossed with 
his own wretched thoughts* Every five minutes that passed 
without bringing a rep^ from Margaret, went to confirm his 
most painful mipressions. 

Mai^aret meantime was sitting alcxie in her chamber, eo^ 
during the Ions morning as she best might. Now plying her 
needle as if li^ depended on her industry, and no^ throwing 
up her employment in disgust, she listened for the one sound 
•he needed to hear, till her soul was sick of every other* 'I 
must live wholly within myself now,' she thought, < as fiur as 
he is concerned. ' I can never speak of him, or allow Hester 
and Maria to speak of him to me ; for they will blame him. 
Every one will blame him : Maria did yesterday. No oofi 
will do him justice. I cannot ask Mrs. Grey, as I intended, 
anything of what shie may have seen and heard about all this. 
I have had my joy to myself : I have carried about my sc^tarj 
glory and bliss in his being mine ; and now I must Uve alone 
upon my grief for him ; for no one person in the world wiU 
pity and justify him but myself. He lus done me no wrong 
tiiat he could help. His staying away to-day is to save me 
pain, as he thinks. I wish I hsid not said in my letter that he 
nas been harsh to me. Perhaps he would have been here hy 
this time if I had not said that. — How afraid he was, that di^ 
in the spring when he urged me so to marry at once — (O ! tf 
I had, all tlus would have been saved ! and yet I thought, and 
I still think, I was right;) but how afraid he was of our part- 
ing, lest evil should come between us! I promised him it 
should not, for my own part : but who could have thought that 
the mistrust would be on his side ? He had a superstitious 
feeling, he said, that something would happen,--that v^ should 
be parted : and I would not hear of it. How presumptuous I 
was ! How did I dare to make so light of what has qqidq so 
dreadfully true ? — O ! why are we so made that we cannot see 
into one another's hearts ? If we are made to depend on one 
another so absolutely as we are, so that we hold one another's 
peace to cherish or to crush, why is it such a blind depend- 
ence ? Why are we left so helpless? Why, with so many 
powers as are given us, have we not that one other, worth Ji 
the rest, of mutual insight ? If Go4 would bestow this power 
for this one day, I would give up all else for it for ever after. 
Philip would trust me again then, and I should understand 
him; and I could rest afterwards, happen what might,— 
though thenrnothinff would happen but what was good. But 
now, shut in, each mto ourselves, with anger and sorrow all 
about us, firom some mistake which a moment's insight might 
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remove, — h is the dreariest, the most tormenting state ! What 
are all the locks, and bari^, and fetters in the world to it ? So 
near each other too ! When one look, one tone, might per- 
haps lead to the clearing up of it all ! There is no occasion to 
bear this, however. So near as we are, nothing should pre- 
vent our meeting, — nothing shall prevent it.* 

She started up^ and hastily put on her bonnet and gloves : 
but when her hand Vas on the lock of her door, her heart mis- 
gave her. * If it should fail !' she thought. * If he should 
neither look at me pior speak to me, — if he should leave me as 
he did yesterday j I should never get over the shame. I dare 
not store up such a wretched remembrance, to make me mis- 
erable as often as I think of it, for as long as I live. If ke 
will not come after reading my letter, neither would he hear 
me if I went to him. O! he is very unjust! After all his 
fears of my being influenced against him, he might have dis- 
trusted himself. After making me promise to write, on the 
first doubt that any one might try to put into my mind, he 
might have remembered to do the same by me, instead of com- 
ing down in this way, not to explain, but to overwhelm me 
with his displeasure, without giving me a moment's time to 
justify myself. Edward seems strangely unkind too,' she 
sighed, as she slowly untied her bonnet and put it away, as if 
to avoid tempting herself with the sight of it again. * I never 
knew Ekiward unjust or unkind before ; but I heard hirA ask 
Phiiip why he stayed to hear me in the abbey yesterday ; and 
though he has been with Philip this morning, he does not seem 
to have made the slightest attempt to bring us together. 
When such as Edward and Philip do so wrong, one does not 
know where to trust, or what to hope. There is nothing to 
trust, but Grod and the right I will live for these ; and no one 
shall hoBceforth hear me complain, or see me droop, or know 
an3rthing of what lies deepest in my heart. This must be pos^ 
sible ; it has been done. Many nuns in their convents have 
carried it through : and missionaries in heathen countries, and 
all the wisest who have been belore their age ; and some say. 
—Maria would say, — almost every person who has loved as I 
have : but I do not believe this : I do not believe that many-^ 
that any can have felt as I do now. It is not natural and right 
that any should live as I mean to do. We are made for confi- 
dence, not for such solitude and concealment. But it may be 
done when circumstances press as they do uppn me ; and, if 
God gives me strength, I will do it. I will live for him and 
his ; and my heart, let it sufieir as it may, shall never complain 
to human ear. It shall be as silent as the grave*' 
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The resoluticm held for some hours. Margaret was quist 
and composed through dinner, though her expectation, instead 
of dying out, grew more intense with every hour. After din- 
ner, Hope urged his wife to walk with him. It had heen a 
fine day, and she had not been out There was. still another 
hour before dark. Would not Margaret go too ? No ; Mar- 
garet could not leave home. 

When Hester came down, equipped for her walk, she sat 
beside her sister on the sofa for a minute or two, while wait- 
lOlg for Edward. 

** Margaret," said she, " will you let me say one word to 
you V 

** Anything, Hester, if you will not be hard upon any qm 
whom you cannot fully understand." 

** I woukl not for the world be hard, love. But there was 
once a time, above a year ago, when you warned me, kindly 
warned me, UiQugh I did not receive it kindly, against pride as 
a support. You said it could not support me ; and you said 
truly. May I say the same to you now 1" 

*' Thank you. It is kind of you. I will consider : but Ida 
not think that I have any pride in me to-day. I feel humUs 
enough." 

'* It is not for you to feel humble, love. Reverence you^ 
self; for you may. Nothing has happened to impair y&oat 
self-respect. Admit freely to your own mind, and to us, that 
you have been cruelly injured, and that you sufier as you must 
and ought. Admit this freely, and then rely on yourself and 
lis." 

Margaret shook her head. She did not say it, but she M 
that sl:^ could not rely on Edward while he seemed to stand 
between her and Philip. He came in at the moment, and she 
averted her eyes from him. He felt her displeasure in his 
heart's core. 

When thev returned, sootier than she had expected, from 
Ibeir walk, tney had bad news for her, which they had agreed 
it was most merciful not to delay. They had seen Enderby 
in Mr. Rowland's gig on the Blickley road. He had his car- 
pet bag with him ; and Mr. Rowland's man was undoubtedly 
driving him to Blickley, to meet the night coach for London. 

^ It is better to save you all further useless expectation!* 
observed Edward. " We keep nothing from you." 

'* Vou keep nothing from me !" said Margaret, now fixing 
her eyes upon hdm. ** Then what is your reason for not hav« 
ing brought us tqgether, if indeed you have not kept us apart ? 
Bo you suppose I did not h/ear you send him from me yes- 



terday 1 And how do I know that you have not kept him away 
to^ayr 

** My dear Margaret !" exclaimed Hester : but a look from 
her husband, and the recollection of Margaret's misery, silenced 
her. For the first time, Hester forgave on the instant the act 
of blaming her husband. 

** Whatever I have done, whether it appears clear to yo« 
or not," replied Hope, ** is from the most tender respect for 
jrour feelings. I shall always respect them most tenderly ; 
and not the less for their being hurt with me." 

^ I have no doubt of your meaning all that is kind, Edward; 
but surely when two people misunaerstand each other, it is 
best that they should meet. If you have acted from a regard 
to what you consider my dignity, I could wish that you had left 
the charge of it to myself." 

** You are right : quite right. " 

«♦ Then why . . . . O ! Edward, if you repent what you 
have done, it may not yet be too late !" 

** I do not repent ! I have done you no wrong to-day, 
Margaret. I grieve for you, but I could not have help^ 
you*" 

^ Let us never speak on this subject again," said Margaret^ 
stung by the consciousness of having so soon broken the reso* 
lutipn of the morning, that her suffering heart should be as si* 
lent as the grave. ^ It is not from pride, Hester, that I say so ; 
but let us never again 43peak of all this." 

'< Let us know but one thing, Margaret," said Edward ;— > 
*^ that yours is the generous silence of f(»giveness. I do not 
mean with regard to ftim, — ^for I fear you will forgive him 
sooner than we can do. I do not mean him particularly, nor 
Aose who have poisoned his ear ; but all. Only tell us thi^t 
your silence is the oblivion of mercy, so mourning for the 
erring that, for its oWn sake, it remembers their transgressions 



no more." 



Margaret looked up at them both. Though her eyes 
swam in tears, ther^ was a smile upon her lips as she 
held out her hand to her brother, and yielded herself to 
Hester's kiss^ 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE CONQUEROR* 

Mrs. Rowland did not find herself much the happier for 
being borne out by the whole world in her assertions, that 
Philip and Margaret were not engaged She knew that, with 
regard to this, she now stood justified in the eyes of all Deer, 
brook," — that almost every one there now believed that it had 
been an entanglement from which she had released her bro* 
llier. From selfish fear, from dread of the consequences of going 
so far as to be again sent by her husband to Cheltenham, or 
by the Levitts to Coventry ; from foresight of the results which 
would ensue from her provoking an inquiry into the domestic 
concerns of the Hopes, — an inquiry which might end in the 
reconciliation of Philip and Margaret, and in some unpleasant 
discoveries about herself, — she was very guarded respecting 
the grand accusation by which she had wrought on her bro- 
ther. No hint of it got abroad in Deerbrook : nothing was 
added to the ancient gossip about the Hopes not being veiy 
happy together. Mrs. Rowland knew that afiSiirs stood in 
this satisfactory state. She knew that Margaret was exposed 
to as much observation and inquiry as a country village af- 
fords, respecting her disappointed attachment, — that the 
Greys were very angry, and praised Margaret to every per- 
son they met, — ^that Mr. Walcot eulogised Mrs. Rowland's 
discernment to all Mrs. Rowland*s party, — ^that Mrs. HoweH 
and Miss Miskin lifted up their eyes in thankfulness at Mr. 
Enderby's escape from such a connexion, — that Mr. Hope was 
reported to be rather flat in spirits, and that Margaret was 
certainly looking thin : — she knew of all this success, and yet 
she was not happier than six months ago. The drawback on 
such successes is, that they are never complete. There is 
always some Mordecai sitting at the gale to mar the enjoy- 
ment. Mrs. Rowland was aware of Mrs. James having dropped 
that she and her husband had nothing to do with anyboay's 
&mi]y quarrels ; that there was always a great dear to be said 
on both sides in such cases ; and that they had never seen 
anything but what was amiable and pleasant in Miss Ibbotson 
and her connexions. She knew that Dr. Levitt called on the 
Hopes full as often as at any house in Deerbrook ; and that 
Mrs. Levitt had offered to take some of Margaret's plants into 
her green.house, to be nursed through the winter. She was 
always bearing that Miss Young and Margaret were much to- 
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gethery and that they weire happy in each other's society ; and 
she alternately fancied them talking ahout her, exposing to 
each other the injuries she had wrought to hothy and enjoying 
an oblivion of their cares in her despite* She could never sea 
Maria taking an airing in the Greys' shrubbery, leaning on 
Margaret's arm, or Margaret turning in at the fkrrier's gatdi 
without feeling her colour rise. She knew that Mr* Jcmes 
was apt to accommodate Miss Ibbotson with a choice of meatf 
in preference to his other customers ; and that Mrs. Jones 
bad spoken indignantly to a neighbour about fine gentlenaen 
from London tlmt think little of breaking one young heart after 
another, to please their own vanity, and never come back to 
look upon the eyes that they have made dim, and the cheeks 
that grow pale for them. 

All these things Mrs. Rowland knew ; and they ate into 
her heart. In these days of her triumph she moved about in 
fear, and no hour passed without troubling her victory. She 
felt that she could not rest till the comer-hoyse fandly was 
got rid of. They did not seem disposed to move of their owa 
accord. She incessantly expressed her scorn of the want of 
spirit of a professicmal man who would live on in a place 
where he had lost his practice, and where a rival was daily 
rising upon his ruins : but the Hopes stayed on stilU Week 
after week they were to be met in the' lanes and meadows^ — 
now gleaning in tiie wake of the harvesUwain, with Fanny 
and Mary, for the benefit of the widow Rye ; now blackberry* 
gathering in the fields j now nutting-in the hedge-rows* The 
quarterly term came round, and no notice that he might look 
out for another tenant reached Mr. Rowland. If they wouM 
not go of their own accord, they must be dislodged ; for she 
felt, though she did not fully admit the truth to herself, that 
Ae could not much longer enduxe their presence. Shelooked 
out for an opportunity of opening the subject advantageously 
with Mr. Rowland. 

The wine and walnuts were on the table, and the gentleman 
and lady were amusing themselves with letting Anna and Ned 
try to crack walnuts, (the three elder childrien being by this 
time at school at Blickley,) when Mrs* Rowland began her 
attack. 

*^ My dear," said she, " is the corner-house in perfectly 
good repair at present ?" 

^ I believe so. It was thoroughly set to rights when Mr. 
Hope went into it, and again after the riot ; ami I have heard 
no complaint since." 

** Ah ! after the riot ; that is what I wanted to know. The 
surgery is weU fitted up, is it?" 
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'* No doubt. The loagistrates iock care that every thing 
should be done handsomely. Mr. Hope was fully satisfied.'' 

^He was? Then there seems no doubt that Mr. Walcot 
had better remove to the comer-house when the Hopes go 
away. It is made to be a surgeon's residence : and I own I 
do m>t like to see those blinds of Mr. Walcot's, with that 
staring word ^ Surgery ' upon them, in the windows of my 
poor mother's breakfast-room." 

** Nor I : but the Hopes are not going to remove." 

" I believe they will be leaving Deerbrook before long." 

*♦ I believe not." 

" My dear Mr. Rowland, I have reason for what I say." 

"So have I. — Take care of tfiat little thumb of yours, my 
darling, or you will be cracking it instead of the walnut." 

** What is your reason for thinking that the Hopes will not 
leave Deerbrook, Mr. Rowland ?" 

** Mr. Hope told me so himself." 

" Ah ! that is nothing. You will be about the last person 
he will inform of his plans. Mr. Walcot's nearest friends will 
be the last to know, of course." 

" Pray, do not make me out one of Mr. Walcot's nearest 
friends, my dear. I have a very slight acquaintance with the 
young gentleman, and do not intend to have more." 

" You say so now to annoy me, my love ; but you may 
change your mind. If you should see Mr. Walcot your son^ 
in-law at some future day, you will not go on to call him a 
slight acquaintance, I suppdlie." 

** My son-in-law ! Have you been asking him to marry 
Matilda?" 

*' I wait, Mr. Rowland, till he asks it himself; which I fore- 
see he will do as soon as our dear girl is old enough to war- 
rant his introducing the suliject. Her accomplishments are 
not lost upon him. He has the prophetic eye which sees what 
a wonderful creature she must become. And if we are per- 
mitted to witness such an attachment as theirs will be, and our 
dear girl settled beside us here, we shall have nothing left to 
wish." 

" To speak of something more nearly at hand, — ^I beg, my 
dear, that you will hold out no expectation of the comer-house 
to Mr. Walcot, as it is pot likely to be vacated." 

" Has the rent been regularly paid so far ?" 

** To be sure it has." 

"By Mr. Grey's help, I have no doubt. — My dear, I know 
what I am saying. The Hopes are as poor as the rats ifi 
your granary ; and it is not to be supposed that Mr. Grey 



will long go on paying their rent for them, just for the frolic 
of sustaining Mr. Hope against Mr. Walcot. It is paying too 
dear for the fancy. — The Hopes are wretchedly pinched for 
money. They have dropped their subscription to the book* 
club." 

** I am very sorry to hear it. I would give half I am worth 
that it were otherwise.*' 

** Give it them at once, then, and it will be otherwise." 

*« I would gladly ; but they will not take it." 

** I advise you to try, however ; it would make such a pretty 
romantic story ! — Well, Mr. Grey is extremely mortified at 
their withdrawing from the book-club. He remonstrated very 
strongly indeed." 

*' That does not agree very well with his paying their rent 
for them." 

** Perfectly well. He thinks that if he undertakes the 
large thing, for the sake of their credit, they might have man- 
aged the small. This is his way of viewing the matter, no 
doubt. He sees how their credit will suffer by their giving 
up the book-club. He sees how everybody will remark 
upon it." 

** So do they, I have no doubt." 

*< And the matter will not be mended by Sophia Grey's 
nonsense. What absurd things that girl does ! I wonder her 
mother allows it,— only that, to be sure, she is not much wiser 
herself. Sophia has told some of her acquaintance, and all 
Deerbrook will hear it before long, that her cousins have with* 
drawn from the book-club on account of Hester's situation ; 
that they are to be so busy with the baby that is coming, that 
they will have no time to read." 

** As long as the Hopes are above false pretences, they need 
not care for such as are made for them. — There ! show mama 
what a nice plump walnut you have cracked for her." 

'* Nicely done, my pet. But, Mr. Rowland, the Hopes 
cannot hold on. They cannot possibly stay here. You wiB 
not get their rent at Christmas, depend upon it." 

"1 shall not press them for it, I assure you." 

** Then you will be unjust to your family. You owe it to 
your children, to say nothing of myself, to look after your 
property." 

« I owe it to them not to show myself a harsh landlord to 
excellent tenants. But we need not trouble ourselves about 
what will happen at Christmas. It may be that the rent will 
make its appearance on the morning of quarter-day " 



*'Then, ifnot, you will ghre them notice that the house is 
let from the next quarter, will you not ?" 

** By no means, my dear." 

M If you do not like to undertake the ofiice yourself, perhaps 
you will let me do it. I have a good deal of courage abck 
doinff disagreeable things, on occasion." 

^ You have, my dear ; but I do not wish that thi» iriiould be 
done. I mean, I desire that it be not done. The Hopes shall 
live in that house of mine as long as they please. And iC' 
oontinued Mr. Rowland, not liking the expression of his lad^^s 
^e, — *^ if any one disturbs them in their present abode, tiie 
consequence will be that I shall be compelled to invite th^n 
here. I shall establish them in this very house, sooner thaa 
thai they shall be oUiged to leave Deerbrook agEunst their will ; 
and then, my dear, you will have to be off to Cheltenham 
again." 

^<What nonsense you talk, Mr. Rowland! Who should 
disturb them, if you won't be open to reason, so as to do it 
yourself? I thought you knew enough of what it is to be 
ridden by poor tenants, to wish to avoid the plague, if warned 
in time, nut some people can never take warning." 

" Let us see that you can, my love. You wiu remember 
what I haveKsaid about the Hopes being disturbed, I have no 
doubt,— -cmd now we have done with that, I want to tell 
you . . . ." 

*^ Presently, when we have really done with this subject, my 
dear. I have other reasons ....'' 

** Which you will spare me the hearing. My dear Priscilla, 
there are no reasons on earth that can justify me in turning 
this family out of the house, or you in asking me to do it. 
Let us hear no more about it." 

^ But you must hear. I will be heard on a subject in 
which I have such an interest, Mr. Rowland." 

«* Rin^ the bell, my little fellow. Pull hard. That's it !— 
Candles in the office immedi^ely." 

And Mr. Rowland tossed off the last half of his glass of 
port, kissed the little ones, and was gone. The lady remained 
to compassionate herself, which she did very deeply, that she 
could find no means of ridding herself of the great plague of 
her life. These people were always in her way, atid no one 
would help her to dislodge them. Her own husband was 
sigainst her,— quite unmanageable and perverse. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE VICTIMS. 

• • 

If Mhs. Rowland was dissatisfied with her success, while 
9eeiag that some resources of comfort remained to the Hopes 
and Mai^ret, a view of the interior of the comer-house 
would. prohably have affected her deeply, and set her morale 
izing on the incompleteness of all human triumphs. There 
was peace ther^ which even she cotdd not invade,— could only, 
if she had known it, envy. Her power was now exhausted, and 
her work was unfinished. For many weeks, she had made 
Margaret as miserable as she had intended to make her. 
Margaret hadsufiered from an exasperating sense of injury ; — 
but that was only for a few hours. Hers was not a nature 
which could retaui personal resentment for any length of time. 
She needed the relief of compassionate and forgiving feelings ; 
and she cast herself into them for solace, ad the traveller, 
emerging from the glaring desert, throws himself down beside 
the gushing spring in the shade. From the moment that she 
did this, it became her chief trouble that Philip was blamed by 
others. Her friends said as little as they could ni reference 
to him, out of regard for her feeling : but she could not help 
seeing that Maria's indignation was strong, and that Hester 
considered that her sister had had a happy escape from a man 
capable of treating h^r as Philip had done. If it had been 
possible to undertake his defence, Margaret would have done 
so. As there were no means of ^working upon others to for- 

five her wrongs, she made it her consolation to forgive them 
oubly herself: to cheer up under them ; to live for the aim 
of being the more worthy of Philip's love, the less he believed 
her to be so. Her lot was far easier now thaii it had been in 
the winter. She had been his ; gnd she believed that she still 
occupied his whole soul. She was not now the solitary, self- 
despising being she had felt herself before. Though cut oft 
from intercourse with him as if the grave lay between them, 
she knew that sympathy with her heart and mind existed. 
She experienced the struggles, the moaning efibrts, of afiec* 
tions doomed to solitude and silence ; the shrinking from a 
whole long life of self-reliance, of exclusion firom domestic 
life : the occasional horror of contemplating the waste and 
withering of some of the noblest parf^ of the immortal 
nature, — a waste and withering which are the almost certain 
consequence of violence done to its instincts and ita l&^%. 

o 
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Prom these pains and terrors she suflfered ; and from some of 
smaller account, — ^firom the petty insults or speculations of 
the more coarse-minded of her neighbours, and the being too 
suddenly reminded by passing circumstances of the change 
which had come over her expectations and prospects: but 
her love, her forgiveness, her conviction of being loved, bore 
her through all these, and saved her from that fever of the 
heart, in the paroxysms of which s&e bad, in . her former and 
severer trial, longed for death, even for non-existence. 

She could enjoy but little of what had been her favourite 
solace at that time. She had but few opportunities now for 
long solitary walks. She saw the autumn fading away, melt- 
ing in rain and cold fog, without its having been made use of. 
Itliad been as unfavourable a season as the summer, — dreaij) 
unproductive, disappointing in every way ; but there had been 
days in the latter autumn when the sun had shown his dim 
face, when the dank hedges had looked fresh, and the fallen 
leaves in the wood-paths h£^d rustled under the tread of the 
squirrel ; and Margaret would on such days have liked to 
spend the whole morning in rambles by herself. But there 
were reasons why she shoyld not. Almost before the chilli- 
ness ^f the coming season began to be felt, hardship was com- 
plained of iiroughout the country. The prices of provisions 
were inordinately high ; and the evil consequences which, 
in the rural districts, follow upon a scarcity, began to make 
themselves felt. The poachers were daring beyond belief; 
and deep was the enmity between the large proprietors and 
the labourers around them. The oldest men and women, and 
children scarcely able to walk, were found trespassing day by 
day in all plantations, with bags, aprons, or pinafores, full of 
fir-cones, and wood snapped, of from the trees, or plucked out 
of the hedges. There was no end to repairing the fences. 
There were unpleasant rumours, too, of its being no longer 
safe to walk singly in the more retired places. No such thmg 
as highway robbery had evefr before been heard of at Deer- 
brook, within the memory of the oldest inhabitant ; the oldest 
of the inhabitants being Jem Bird, the man of a hundred years. 
But there was reason now for the caution. Mr. Jones's meat- 
cart had been stopped on the high-road, by two men who 
came out of the hedge, and helped theinselves with what the 
cart contained. An ill-looking fellow had crossed the path 
of Mrs. James and her young sister in the Verdon woods, 
evidently with the intention of stopping the ladies ; but luck- 
ily the jingling of a timber-wain was heard below, and the man 
had retreated. Mr. Grey had desired that the ladies of his 
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family would not go further without his escort than a mile out 
and back again on the high road. They were not to attempt 
the lanes. The Miss Andersons no longer came into Deer* 
bfook in their pony-chaise ; and Mrs. Howell reported to all 
her customers that Lady Hunter never walked in her own 
grounds without a footman behind her, two dogs before her, 
and the gamekeeper within hearing of a scream. Mr. Wal- 
cot was advised to leave hid watch and purse at home when he 
set forth to visit his country patients ; and it did not comfort 
him much to perceive that his neighbours were always vigi- 
lant to note the hour and minute of his setting forth, and to 
learn the precise time when he might be looked for at 
home again. Il was observed, that he was generally back 
half an hour sooner than he was expected, with a very red 
face, and his l^orse all in a foam. - 

In addition to these grounds of objectioii to solitary walks, 
Margaret had strong domestic reasons for denying herself the 
rambles she delighted in. As the months rolled on, poverty 
pressed closer and closer. When the rent was secured, and 
some of the comforts provided which Hester must have in her 
confinement, so little was left that it became necessary to limit 
the weekly expenses of the family to a sum small enough to re- 
quire the nicest management and the most strenuous domes- 
tic industry to make it suffice. Hope would not pledge his 
credit while he saw so little prospect of redeeming it. His 
family were of one mind as to purchasing nothing which they 
'were not certainly able to pay for. This being his prmciple, 
he made every effort to increase his funds. A guinea or two 
dropped in now and then, in return for contributions to medi- 
cal periodicals. Money was due to him from some of his pa- 
tients. To these he sent in his bills again, and even made 
personal application. From several he obtained promises ; 
from two or three, the amount of whose debt was very small, 
he got his money, disgraced by smiles of wonder and contempt. 
From the greater number he redeived nothing but excuses on 
account of the pressure of the times. The small sums he did 
recover were 'of a value which none of the three had ever 
imagined that money could be to them. Every little extra 
comfort thus obtained, — the dinner of meat once oftener in 
the week, the fire in the evening, the new gloves for Hope, 
when the old ones could no longer by any mending, be made 
to look fit for him, — what a luxury it was ! And all the more 
for being secretly enjoyed. No one out of the house had a 
suspicion how far their poverty had gone. Mr. Grey had 
really been vexed at them for withdrawing from the book.club% 
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had attributed this instance of economy to the ^ enthusiasm** 
which was, in his eyes, the fault of Uie family ; and never 
dreamed of their not dining on meat, vegetables, and puddingi 
with their glass of wine every day. . The Greys little kn^ 
what a blessing they were conferring on their cousins, when 
they insisted on having them for a long day once more before 
Hester's confinement, and set. them down to steaming soup 
and a plentiful joint, and accompanimeiits without stint. The 
guests laughed, when they were at home again, over the new 
sort of pleasure they had felt, the delight at the sight of a 
good dinner, to which nothing was wanting but that Morrii 
should have had her share. Morris, for her part, had bera 
▼ery happy at home. She had put aside for her mistress's 
luncheon next day, the broth which she had been told was for 
her, and had feasted on potatoes and water, and the idea of 
the good dinner her young ladies were to enjoy. While their 
affairs were in this state, it was a great luxury in the family td 
have any unusual comfort which betokened that Hope had 
been successful in some of his errands,-^had received a fee, 
or recovered the amount of a bill. One day, Morris broughf 
in a goose and giblets, which had been bought and paid for by 
Mr. Hope, the messenger said. Another morning, came a 
sack of apples, from the orchard of a country patient who was 
willing to pay in kind. At another time Edward emptied his 
pockets of knitted worsted stockings and mittens, the handi- 
work of a farmer's dame, who was flattered by his taking the 
produce of her evening industry instead of money, which she 
could not well i^are at the present season. There was more 
mirth, more real gladness in the house, on the arrival of wind- 
falls like these, than if Hope had daily exhibited a purse full of 
gold. There was no sting in their poverty ; no adventitioiu 
misery belonging to it. They suffered its genuine force, and 
that was all. 

What is poverty ? Not destitution, but poverty ? It has 
many shapes^ — aspects almost as various as the minds and 
circumstances of those whom it visits. It is famine to the 
savage in the wilds ; it is hardship to the labourer in the cot- 
tage ; it is disgrace to the proud ; and to the miser despair. 
It is a spectre which '< with dread of chaiige perplexes" him 
who lives at ease. Such are its aspects : but what is it ? It 
is a deficiency of the comforts of life, — a deficiency present 
and to come. It involves many other things ; but this is what 
it is. Is it then worth all the apprehension and grief it occa- 
sions ? Is it an adequate cause for the gloom of the me^ 
chant, the discontent of the artisan, the foreboding sighs of 
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the mother, the ghastly dreams which haunt the avaricious, 
the conscious debasement of the subservient, the humiliation of 
ibe proud ? These are severe sufferings ; are they authorised 
hgr the nature of poverty 7 Certainly not, if poverty induced 
no adventitious evils, involved nothicfg but a deficiency of the 
comforts of life, leaving life itself unimpaired. ** The life is 
more than food and the body than raiment :" and the 
untimely extinction of the life itself would not be worth the 
pangs which apprehended poverty excites. But poverty in- 
volves woes which, in their sum, are far greater than itself. 
To the multitude it is the loss of a pursuit which they have yet 
to learn will be certainly supplied. For such, alleviation or 
compensation is in store in the rising up of new objects, and 
the creation of fresh hopes. The impoverished merchant, 
who may no longer look out for his argosies, may yet be in 
glee when he finds it " a rare dropping morning for the early 
colewort/' To another multitude, poverty involves loss of 
rank, — a letting down among strangers whose manners^ are 
ungenial, and their thoughts unfamiliar. For these there may 
be solace in retirement, or the evil may fall short of its threats. 
The reduced gentlewoman may live in patient solitude, > or 
may grow into sympathy with her neighbours, by raising some 
of ihem up to herself, and by warming her heart at the great 
central fire of Humanity, which burns on under the crust of 
manners, as rough as the storms of the tropics, or as frigid as 
polar snows. The avaricious are out of the pale of peace al- 
ready, and at all events. — ^Poverty is most seriously an evil to 
-sons and daughters, who see their parents stripped of comfort, 
zX an age when comfort is alnK)st one with life itself : and to 
parents who watch the narrowing of the capacities of their 
children by the pressure of poverty, — the impairing of their 
promise, the blotting out of their prospects. * To such mourn- 
ing children there is little comfort, but in contemplating the 
easier life which lies behind, and, (it may be hoped) the hap- 
pier one which stretches before their parents, on the other 
side the postern of life. If there is sunshine on the two grand 
reaches of their path, the shadow which lies in the midst is 
necessarily but a temporary gloom. To grieving parents 'it 
should be a consoling truth, that as the life is more than food, 
80 is the soul more than instruction and opportunity, and such 
accomplishments as man .can administer : that, as the fowls 
are fed and the lilies clothed by Him whose hand made the air 
musical with the one, and dressed the fields with the other, so 
is the human spirit nourished and adorned by airs from hea- 
jexx, which blow over the whole earth, and light from ih^ 
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dues, which no hand is permitted to intercept^ Pareals 
know not but that Providence may be substituting the noblest 
education for the misteaching of intermediate guardians. It 
may possibly be so ; but if not, stQl there is appointed to 
every human being much training, many privileges, which ca. 
pricious fortune can neither give nor take away. The father 
may sigh to see his boy condemned to the toil of the loom, or 
the gossip and drudgery of the shop, when he would fain 
bave beheld him the ornament of a university ; but he knawB 
not whether a more simple integrity, a loftier disinterestedness, 
may but come out. of the humbler discipline than the higher 

Erivilege. The mother's eyes may swim as she hears ha 
ttle daughter sing her baby brother to sleep on the cottage 
threshold, — ^her eyes may swim at the thought how those wOd 
and moving tones might have been exalted by art. Such art 
would have been in itself a good ; but would this child then 
have been, as now, about her Father's business, which, in minis- 
tering to one of his little ones, she is as surely as the archangel 
who suspends new systems of worlds in the furthest void! 
Her occupation is now earnest and holy : and what need the 
true mother wish for mcnre ? 

What is poverty to those who are not thus set in fanriilies! 
What is it to the solitary, or to the husband and wife who 
have faith in each other's strength ? If they have the higher 
£uth which usually originates mutual trust, mere poverty is 
scarcely worth a passing fear. If they have plucked out the 
•tings of pride and selfishness, and purified their vision by 
iaith, what is there to dread ? What is their case ? They 
have life, without certainty how it is to be nourished. Th^ 
do without certainty^ like *< the young ravens which cry," and 
work for and enjoy the subsistence of the day, leaving the 
morrow to take care of what concerns it. If living in the 
dreariest abodes of a town, the light from within shines in the 
dark place, and, dispelling the mists of worldly care, guides 
to the blessing of tending the sick, and sharing the focKl of to- 
dhy with the orphan, and him who has no help but in them. 
If the philosopher goes into such retreats with his lantern, 
there may he best find the generous and the brave. — If, in- 
stead of the alleys of a city, they live under the open sky, they 
are yet lighter under their poverty. There, however blank 
the future may lie before them, they have to^y the living 
reality of lawns and woods, and flocks in " the green pas- 
ture and beside the still waters," which silently remind them 
of the Shepherd, under whom they shall not want any real 
^od thing. Tlie quiet of the shady lane is theits, and the 
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beauty of the blossoming thorn above the pool. Delight 
steals through them with the scent of the violet, or the new* 
mown hay. If they have hushed the voices of complaint and 
Ibiur within them, there is the musi& of the merry lark for 
them, or of the leaping waterfall, or of a whole orchestra of 
iiarps, when the breeze sweeps through a grove of pines. 
. While it is. not for fortune to ** rob then! of free nature's 
grace," and while she leaves them life and strength of limb 
and soul, the certainty of a future, though they cannot see 
what, and the assurance of progression, though they cannot 
aee how, — is poverty worth, for themselves, more than a pass- 
ing doubt 1 Can it ever be worth the torment of fear, — ^the 
bondage of subservience t — ^the compromise of free thought, 
— the sacrifice of free speech, — the bending of the erect head, 
the veiling of the open brow, the repression^of the salient soul? 
If, L[)stead of this, poverty should act as the liberator of the 
i^irit, awakening it to trust in God and sympathy for man^ 
and placing it aloft, fresh and free, like morning on the hill- 
top, to survey the expanse of life, and recognise its realities 
from beneath its. mists, it should be greeted with that holy joy 
before w^ich all sorrow and sighing flee away. 

Their poverty, which had never afflicted them very griev. 
oiisly, was almost lost sight of by the comer-house family, 
when Hester's infant was bom. They were all happy and 
satisfied then, though there were people in Deerbrook who 
found fault with their arrangements, and were extremely scan« 
dalised when it was found that no nurse had arrived from 
Blickley, and that Morris took the charge of her mistress upon 
herself. The Greys pronounce^ by their own fireside that it 
was a strange fancy, — carrying an affection for an old servant 
to a rather romantic extreme, — that it was a fresh instance of 
the << enthusiasm" which adversity had .not yet moderated in 
their cousins, as might have been wished. Out-of-doors, how- 
ever, Sophia vaunted the attachment of Morris to her young 
mistress, — an attachment so strong, as that she would have 
been really hurt if any one else had bcjen allowed to sit up 
with Hester ; and indeed no one Could have filled her place 
half so much to the satisfaction of the family, — Morris had 
had so much experience, and was as fond of her charge as a 
mother could be. No one knew what a treasure her cousins 
had in Morris. All which was true in its separate particulars, 
though all together did not constitute the reason why Hester 
had no nurse from Blickley. 

They were happy and satisfied. Y^s, even Margaret. 
This infant opened up a ^ring of coi»olatioii in her bearl> 
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which she could not have helieyed existed there. On this 
child she could pour out some of her repressed affections, and 
on him did she rest her baffled hopes. He beguiled her into 
the future, from which she had hitherto recoiled. That help- 
less, unconscious little creature, cradled on her arm, and 
knowing nothing of its resting-place, was more powerful than 
sister, brother, or friend, than self-interest, philosophy, or re. 
ligion, in luring her imagination onward into future years of 
honour and peace. Holy and sweet was the calm of her 
mind, as^ forgetting herself and her griefs, she watched the 
first efforts of this infant to acquaint himself with his own 
powers, and with the world about him ; when she smiled at 
the ungainly stretching of the little limbs, and the unpractised 
movement of his ,eyes seeking the light. Holy and sweet 
were the tears which swelled into her eyes when she saw him 
at his mother's breast, and could not but gaze at the fresh and 
divine beauty now mantling on that mother's face, amidst the 
joy of this new relation. It was a delicious moment when 
Hope came in, the first day that Hester sat by the jfireside, 
when he stopped short for a brief instant, as if arrested by the 
beauty of what he saw ; and then glanced towards Margaret 
for sympathy. It was a delicious moment to her, — ^the moment 
of that full, free, unembarrassefd glance, which she had scarce- 
ly met since the first days of their acquaintance. 

It was a pleasure to them all to see Hester well provided 
with luxuries. Maria, knowing that her surgeon would n(H 
accept money from her, took this opportunity of sending in 
wine. O the pleasure of finding up the neglected corkscrew, 
and making Morris take a glass with them ! The Greys 
brought game, and Hester's little table was well served eveiy 
day. With what zeal did Margaret apply herself under 
Morris's teaching, to cook Hester's choice little dinners! 
Yes ; to cook them. Margaret was learning all Morris's arts 
from her ; for, of two troubles which somewhat disturbed ib^ 
season of comfort, one was, that it appeared too certain dn 
Morris must go, as Susan and Charles had gone before her. 
No one had expressly declared this : it was lefl undiscussed, 
apparently by common consent, till ft should be ascertained 
that baby was healthy, and Hester getting strong ; but the 
thought was in the minds of them all, and their plans involved 
preparation for this. 

The other trouble was, that with peace and comfort, som^ 
slight, very slight symptoms recurred of Hester's propensity 
to self-torment. It could not be otherwise. The wonder 
waSp thajt for weeks and months she had been relieved from 



her old enemy tp the extent she had heen. Tho reyereiiCQ 
with which her hushand and sister regarded the temper in 
^hich she had horpe unhounded provocation and most un- 
merited adversity, sometimes heguiled them in'to a hope that 
her troubles from within were over for ever ; but a little re-, 
flection, and some slight experience, taught them that this 
was um^easonable. '^ey remembered that the infirmity of a 
life-time was not to be wholly cured in halfa-year ; and that 
they must expect some recurrence of her old malady at times 
when there was no immediate appeal to her magnanimity, 
and no present cause for anxiety for those in whom she forgot 
lierself. 

The first time that Hester was in the drawing-room for the 
whole day, Morris was laying the cloth for dinner, and Mar- 
garet was walking up and down the room with the baby on 
her arm, when Hope came in. Hester forgot everybody 
and everything else when her husband appeared, — a fact 
which Morris's benevolence was never weary of noting and 
commenting upon to itself. She often wondered if ever lady 
^ved her husband as her young mistress did ; and she smiled 
tMD herself to see the welcome that besuned from Hester's whole 
fiikce when Hope came to take his seat beside her on the 
flo&. This was in her mind to-day, when her master pre- 
sently sai^, ) 

•• Where is my boy ? I have not seen him for hours. Why 
do you put him out of his father's way? O, MargHret has 
him ! Come, Margaret, yield him up. Tou can have him 
all the hours that I am away. You do not grudge him to me» 
do you 7" 

^*Mv master won't have to complain, as many gentle- 
men do," said Morris, '' or as many .gentlemen feel» if 
thoy don't complam, that he is neglected for the sake of his 
baby." 

** If you enjoy your dinner to-day, loye," said Hester, " you 
must not give me the credit of it. You and I are to sit down 
to our pheasant together, they tell me. Margaret and Morris 
will have it that they have both dined." 

♦* There is little in getting a comfortable dinner ready/' 
' said Morris, " whether it is the lady herself, or another, that 
looks to a trifle like that. It is the seeing his wife so full of 
care and thought about her baby as to have none to spare for 
him, that frets many an one yho does not like to say any 
thing about it. Fathers cannot be so taken with a very young 
baby as the mothers are, and it is mortifying to feel them- 
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selves neglected for a new-comer. I have often seenthat,iDy 
dears ; but I shall never see it here, I fiad." 

" I do not know how you should, Morris," s€ud Hester, ii 
something of the old tone which made her sister's heart throb 
almost before it reached her ear. ** Margaret will save me 
firom any such danger. Margaret takes care that nobody 
shall be engrossed with the baby but herself. She has not a 
thought to spare for any of us while she has baby in her arms. 
The little fellow has cut us all out." 

Margaret quickly transferred the infent to her brother's 
arm, wad left the room. She thought it best ; for her heart 
was very full; and she could not speak. She restrained her 
tears, and went into the kitchen to busy herself about Jo d'n 
ner she had cooked. 

** *Tis a fine pheasant indeed, Miss Margaret, my dec r, s 
beautifully roasted, I am sure ; and I hope you will go i p 
see them enjoy it. I am so sorry, my dear, for what I 
just now. I merely spoke what came up in my mind w 
felt pleased, and never thought of its bringing on any re .^ 
Nor was anything intended, I am sure, that should mal 
look so sad : so do you go up, and take the baby again 
tikey sit down to dinner, as if nothing had been said. . i>, ^ 
dear, if I may venture to say so. I will follow you wit: ' » 
dinner in a minute." t- 

" I wonder how it is, my love," said Hope, in a Tf icf 
which spoke all the tenderness of his heart, — " I wonder l;^^ 
it is that you can endure wrong so nobly, and that you cai < 
bear the natural course of events. Tell me how it is, Hes r 
that you have sustained magnanimously all the injuries 8 >^ 
misfortunes of many months, and that you now quarrel v 
Margaret's affection for our child." 

" Ah ! why indeed, Edward ?" she replied humbly. " Wl 
but that I am unworthy that such an one as Margaret shouM 
love me and my child." 

** Enough, enough. I only want to show you how 1 
regard the case about this new love of Margaret. Do you 
not see how much happier she has been, since this little fel- 
low was bora?" * 

*« O yes." . 

** One may now fancy that she may be gay again. Let us 
remember what an oppressed heart she had, and what it must 
be to her to have a new object, so innocent and unconscioos 
as this child, to lavish her affection upon. Do not let us 
grudge her the consolation, oi ^o^aoTx^«^ V^^^vsox^ ^"^^^feesk 
iatereat** 
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^ I am afiraid it is done," cried Hester, in great distress. 
** I was wicked, — I was more cruel than anjr of our enemies, 
when I said what I did. I may well bear with them ; for, 
Grod knowi^, I am at times no better than they. I have 
robbed my Margaret of her only comfort, — spoiled her only 
pleasure." 

* No, no; Here she comes. Look at her." 

Margaret's face was indeed serene, and sKe made as light 
of the matter as she could, when Hester implored that she 
would pardon her hasty and cruel words, and that she would 
show her forgiveness, by continuing to cherish the child. He 
must not begin to suffer already for his mother's faults, Hester 
said. — There could be no doubt of Margaret's forgiveness, nor 
of her forgetfulness of what. had been said, as far as forgetM- 
ness was possible. But the worst of such sayings is, that they 
carry in them that which prevents their being ever quite for- 
gotten. Hester had effectually established a constraint in her 
sister's intercourse with the baby, and imposed upon Margaret 
the incessant care of scrupulously adjusting the claims of the 
mother and the child. The evils arising from faulty temper 
may be borne, may be concealed, but can never be fully re- 
paired. Happy they whpse part it is to endure and to conceal, 
rather than to inflict, and to strive uselessly to repair ! 

Margaret's part was the easiest of the three, as they sat at 
table, — she with the baby in her arms, and all agreeing that 
the time was come for an explanation with Morris, — for de- 
pending on themselves for almost all the work of the house. 

" Come, Morris," said Hester, when the cloth was removed ; . 
" you must spare us half an hour. We want to consult with 
you. Come and sit down." 

Morris came with a foreboding heart. 

"It will be no news to you," said Hope, "that we are very 
poor. You know nearly as much of our affairs as we do our- 
selves, as it is right that you should. We have not wished to 
fns^e any further change in our domestic plans till this little 
fellow was bom. But now that he is beginnmg to make his 
way in the world, and thifi his mother is well and strong, we 
feel that we knust consider of some further effort to spend still 
less than we do now." 

" There are two ways in which this may be done, we think, 
Morris," said Hester. " We may either keep the comfort of 
having you with us, and pinch ourselves more as to dress and 
the table " 

"01 ma'am, I hope you will not carry that any further." 
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^ Welly if we d^ not carry that any fiirthery the only thing 
to be done, I fear, is to part with you." 

** Is there no other way, I wonder," said Morris, as if think- 
ing aloud. ^ If it must be one of these ways, it certainly 
seems to me to be better for ladies to work hard with good 
food, than to have a servant, and stint themselves in health 
and strength. But who would have thought of my young 
ladies commg to this ?" 

^ It is a situation in which hundreds and thousands aie 
placed, Morris ; and why not we, as well as they ?" 

^ May be so, ma'cun ; but it grieves one, too/' 

^ Do not grieve. I believe we all think that this parting 
with you is the first real grief that our change of fortune has 
caused us. Somehow or other, we have been exceedingly 
comfortable in our poverty. If that had been all, we should 
have had a very happy year of it." 

** One would desire to say nothing against what is God's 
will, ma'am ; but one may be allowed, perhaps, to hope that 
better times will come." 

** I do hope it, and believe it," said her master. ' 

*^ And if better times come, Morris, you will return to us. 
WiUyounott" 

** My dear, you know nothing would make me leave you 
now (as you say I am a comfort to you) if I had any right to 
say I would stay. I could live upon as little as anybody, and 
could do almost without any wages. But there is my poor 
sister, you know, ladies. She depends upon me for every- 
thing, now that she cannot work herself: and I must earn 
money for her." 

♦* We are quite aware of that," said Margaret ** It is for 
your sake and hers, quite as much as for our own, we think 
we must part." 

** We wish to know what you would like to do," said Hes* 
ter. " Shall we try to find a situation for you near us, or 
w6uld you be happier to go down amoi^ your old friends?" 

" I had better go where I am sure of employment, ma'am. 
Better go down to Birmingham at once. I should never have 
left it but for my young ladies' sake. But I should be right gladf 
my dears, to leave it agam for you, if you can at any time write 
to say you wish for me back. — ^lliere is another way I have 
thought of, sometimes ; but of course you cannot have over- 
looked any thing that could occur to me. If you would all go 
to Birmingham, you have so many friends there ! and my mas- 
ter would be valued as he ought to be ; which there is no sign 
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of his being in this place. I do not like this place, my dears. 
It is not good enough for you." 

•* We think any place good enough for us where there are 
men and women living," said Hope, kindly, but gravely. 
** Others have thought as you do, Morris, and have offered us 
temptations to go away ; but we do not think it right. If we 
go, we shall leave behind us a bad character, which we do not 
deserve. If we stay, 1 have very little doubt of Tecovering 
my professional character, and winning over our neighbours to 
think better of us, and be kind to us again. We mean to try 
for it, if I should have to hire myself out as a porter in Mr. 
Grey's yards." 

" Pray don't say that, sir. But indeed I believe you are so 
far right as that the good always conquers at last." 

'' Just so, Morris : that is what we trust. And for the sake 
of this little fellow, if for nothing else, we must stand by our 
good name. Who knows but that I may leave him a fine flour- 
ishing practice in this. very place, when I retire or die? — al- 
ways supposing he means to follow his Other's profession. '' 

•* Sir, that is looking forward very far." 

'*So it is, Morris. But however people may disapprove of 
looking forward too far, it is difficult to help it when they be- 
come parents. Your mistress could tell you, if she would own 
the truth, that she sees her son's manly beauty already under 
that little wry mouth, and that odd button 6f a nose. Why may 
not I just as well fancy him a young surgeon ?" 

" Morris would say, as she once said to me," observed Mar- 
garet, '* * Remember death, my dear ; remember death.' " 

" We will remember it," said Morris : " but we must re- 
member at the same time God's mercy in giving life. He who 
gave life can preserve it ; and this shall be my trust for you 
all, my dears, when I am far away from you. — There is a 
knock ! I must go. O ! Miss Margaret, who will there be 
to go to the door when I am gone, but you t" 

Mr. Jones had knocked at the door, and left a letter. These 
were its contents. 

*• Siu, — I hope you will excuse the liberty I take in applying 
to you for my own satisfaction. My wife and I have perceived 
with much concern that we have lost much of your custom of 
late. We mind little the mere falling off of custom in any quar- 
ter, in comparison with failing to give satisfaction. We have 
always tried, I'm sure, to give satisfaction in our dealings with 
your family, sir ; and if there has been any ofifence, I can as- 
sure you it is unintentional, and shall feel obliged by knowing 

p 
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what it is. We cantiot conceive, sir, where you get your 
meat, if not from us ; and if you have the trouble of buying it 
from a distance, I can only say, we should be happy to save 
you the trouble, if we knew how to serve you to your liking ; 
for, sir, we have a great respect for you and yours. 

" Your obedient servants, 

"John Jones, 
"Mary Jones." 

** The kind souls !*' cried Hester, " What must we say to 
them?" 

** We must set their mind? at ease about our good-will to 
them. How that little fellow stares about him, like a child of 
double his age ! I do believe I could make him look wise at 
my watch already. Yes, we must set the Joneses at ease, at 
all events." 

"But how? We must not tell them that we cannot afford 
to buy of them as we did." 

" No, that would be begging. We must trust to their deli- 
cacy not to press too closely for a reason, when once assured 
that we respect them as highly as they possibly can us." 

" You may trust them," said Margaret, " I am convinced. 
They will look in your face and be satisfied without further 
question : and my advice, therefore, is, that you do not write 
but go." 

** I will ; and now. They shall not suffer a moment's pain 
that I can save them. Good night, my boy ! What ! you 
have not learnt to kiss yet. Well, among us all, you will 
soon know how, if teaching will do it. What a spirit he has! 
I fancy he will turn out like Frank." 



CHAPTER XV, 

THE LONG NIGHTS. 



Almost as soon as Hope had left the house, Sydney Grey 
arrived, looking full of importance.- He took,care to shut the 
door before he would tell his errand. His mother had been 
obliged to trust him, for want of another messenger ; and he 
delivered his message with a little of the parade of mystery he 
bad derived from her. Mr. Grey's family had become uneasy 
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about his returning from the markets in the evening, since 
robberies had become so frequent a^ they now were, and the 
days so short ; and had at length persuaded him to sleep at 
the more distant market-iowns he had to visit, and return the 
next morning. From Blickley he could get home before the 
evening closed in ; but on two days in the week he was to re- 
main out all night. When he had agreed to this, his family had 
applauded him and felt satisfied : but as the evening drew on, 
on occasion of this his first absence, Mrs. Grey and Sophia had 
grown nervous on their own account. They recalled story 
after story, which they had lately heard, of robberies at several 
solitary houses in the country round ; and, though their house 
was not solitary, they could not reconcile themselves to going 
to rest without the comfort of knowing that there was, as 
usual, a strong man on their premises. If they had been 
aware how . many strong men there were sometimes on their 
premises at night, they would not have been satisfied with 
having one within their walls. Not having been informed, 
however, how cleverly their dogs were silenced, how much 
poached game was divided under the shelter of their stacks of 
deals, and what dexterous abstractions were at such times 
made from the store of corn in their granaries, and coal in 
their lighters, they proposed nothing further than to beg the 
&vour of Mr. Hope that he would take a bed at their house 
for this one night. They dared not engage any of the men 
from the yards to defend them. They had not Mr. Grey's 
leave, and he might not be pleased if they showed any fear to 
their own servants : but it would be the greatest comfort if 
Mr. Hope would come, as if to supper, and stay the night. 
The spare room was ready ; and Mrs. Grey hoped he would 
not object to leaving his family just for once. Mr. Grey in- 
tended to do the same thing twice a week, till the days should 
lengthen, and the roads become safer. 

Though Sydney made the most of his message, he declared 
himself not thoroughly pleased with it. 

"They might have trusted me to take care of them," said 
he. " If they had just let me have my father's pistols . . . ." 

" Come, come, Sydney, do not talk of pistols," said Hester, 
who did not relish any part of the afiair. 

•« He would not talk of them if he thought they were likely 
to be wanted," observed Margaret. 

** Likely ! when were they ever more likely to be wanted, I 
should like to know ? Did you hear what happened at the 
Russell Taylors' last night?" 

** No ; and we do not wish to hear. Do not tell us any hor- 
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rible stories, unless you mean my husband to stay at home to- 
night." 

^ O, you must just hear this, because it ended well ; that is, 
nobody was killed. Mr. Walcot told Sophia all about it this 
morning ; and it was partly that which made her so anxious 
to have some one sleep in the house to-night." 

*' Well, then, do not tell us, or you will make us anxious for 
ihe same thing." 

*♦ What would your mother say if you were to carry home 
word that Mr. Hope could not come, — ^that his family dare 
Hot part with him ?" 

'* O, then she must let me have my father's pistols, and 
watch for the fellows. If they came about our windows as 
they did about the Russell Tayk>rs', how I would let Qy 
among them ! They came rapping at the shutters, at two this 
morning; and when Mr. Taylor looked out from his bed. 
room above, they said they would not trouble themselves to get 
in, if he would throw out his money." " 

"And did he?" 

** Yes. They raised a hat upon a pole, and he put in four 
or five pounds, — all he had in the house, he told them. So 
they went away ; but none of the family thought of going to 
bed again." 

'' 1 dare say not. And what sort of thieves are these sup- 
posed to be ? They set about their business very oddly." 

<* Not like London thieves," said Sydney, consequentially, as 
if he knew all about London thieves. ^ They are the distress, 
ed country people, no doubt, — such as would no more think of 
itacding a second shot from my pistol, than of keeping the straits 
of Thermopylae. Look here !" he continued, showing the end 
of a pistol which peeped from a pocket inside his coat, ** here's 
a thing that will put such gentry into a fine taking." 

" Pray, is that pistol loaded ?" inquired Hester, pressing 
&er infant to her. 

" To be sure. What is the use of a pistol if it is not loaded 1 
It might as well be in the shop as in my pocket, then. — Look 
at her, cousin Margaret ! If she is not in as great a fright as 
the cowardly thieves. Why, cousin Hester, don't you see if 
this pistol went ofi) it would not shoot you or the baby ? It 
would go straight through me." 

" That is a great comfort. But I had rather you would go 
away, you and your pistol. Pray, does your mother know 
that you carry one ?" 

" No. Mind you don't tell her. I trust you not to tell her. 
JRemember, I would not have told you if I had not felt sure of 
vou/' 
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" You had better not have felt sure of us. However, we 
will not tell your mother ; but my husband will tell Mr. Grey 
to-morrow, when he comes home. If he chooses that you 
should carry loaded pistols about, there will be no harm 
done," 

" I have a good mind to say I will shoot you if you tell,^ 
cried Sydney, presenting his pistol with a grand air. But he 
saw that he made his cousins really uneasy, and he laid it 
down on the table, offering to leave it with them for the night, 
if they thought it would make them feel any safer. There 
were plenty more at home. 

** Thank you," said Margaret, " but I believe we are more 
afraid of loaded pistols than of thieves. The sooner you take 
it away the better. You can go now, presently, for here 
comes my brother." 

Sydney quickly pocketed his pistol. Hope agreed to go, 
and promised to be at Mr. Grey's to supper by nine o'clock. 

Margaret was incessantly thinking of Maria in these long 
evenings, when alarms of one kind or another were all 
abroad. She now thought she would go with Sydney, and 
spend an hour or two with Maria, returning by the time her 
brother would be going to the Greys.' Maria's landlord 
would see her home, no doubt. 

She found her friend busy with book and needle, and as 
well in health as usual, but obviously somewhat moved by the 
dismal stories which had travelled from mouth to mouth 
through Deerbrook during the day. It seemed hardly right 
that any person in delicate health should be lonely at such 
a time ; and it occurred to Margaret that her friend mi^ht lik^ 
to go home with her, and occupy the bed which was this night 
to spare. Maria thankfully accepted the offer, and let Mar- 
garet put up her little bundle for her. The farrier escorted 
Qiem to the steps of the comer-hoi^e, and then left them. 

The door was half open, as Morris was talking with some 
one in the hall. An extremely tall woman, with a crying 
baby in her arms, made way for the ladies, not by going out 
of the house, but by stepping further into the hall. 

*' Morris, had not you better shut the door ?" said Marga- 
ret. " The wind blows in so, it is enough to chill the whole 
house." 

But Morris held the door open, rather wider than before. 

" So the gentleman is not at home," said the tall woman, 
gruffly. " If I come again in an hour with my poor baby, 
will he be at home then ?" 

*' Is my brother gone, Morris V* 

p* 
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•* Yes, Miss : three minutes ago.*' 

«* Then he will not be back in an hour. We do not expect 
him • . • . 

^ This good woman had better go to Mr. Walcot, ma'am, 
as I have been telling her* There's no doubt he is at home." 

** I could wait here till the gentleman comes home," said 
the tall woman ; ^* and so get the first advice for my poor 
haby* 'Tis very ill, ma'am." 

•* Better go to Mr. Walcot," persisted Morris. 

•* Or to my brother at Mr. Grey's," said Margaret, unwil- 
ling to lose the chance of a new patient for Edward, and think- 
ing his advice better, for the child's sake, than Mr. Wal- 
cot's. 

** It is fiur the readiest way to go to Mr . Walcot's," declared 
Maria, whose arm Margaret felt to tremble within her 
own. 

*• I believe you are right," said Margaret. *' You had better 
not waste any more time here, good woman. It may make 
all the difference to your child." 

** If you would let me wait till the gentleman comes 
home " said the tall woman. 

^ Impossible. It is too late to-night for patients to wait. 
This lady's landlord without there will show you the way to 
Mr. Walcot's. Call him, Morris." 

Morris went out upon the steps, but the tall woman passed 
her, and was gone. Morris stepped in briskly, and put up 
die chain. 

** You were very ready to send a new patient to Mr. Wal- 
cot, Morris," ssdd Margaret^ smiling. 

^ I had a fancy that it was a sort of patient that my master 
would not be the better for," replied Morris. ** I did not like 
flie looks of the person." 

« Nor I," said Maria. 

The drawing-room door was heard to open, and Morris put 
her finger on her lips. Hester had been alone nearly ten mi- 
nutes ; she was growing nervous, and wanted to know what 
all this talking in the hall was about. She was told that Mr. 
Hope had been inquired for, about a sick baby : and the rest 
of the discourse went to the account of Maria's unexpected 
arrival. Hester welcomed Maria kindly, ordered up the cold 
pheasant and the wine, and then, leaving the friends to enjoy 
themselves over the fire, retired to rest Morris was desired 
to go too, as she still slept in her mistress's room, and ought 
to keep early hours, since, in addition to her labours of the 
day, she was at the baby's call in the night. Margaret would 
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«ee her friend to her room. Morris must not remain up on 
their account. 

** How comfortable this is !" cried Maria, in a gleeful tone, 
as she looked round upon the crackling fire, the tray, the 
wine, and her companion* '' How imlooked for to pass a 
whole evening and night without being afraid of anything !" 

** What an admission from you !— that you are afraid of some- 
thing every night." 

<< That is just the plain truth. When I used to read about 
the horrors of living in a solitary house in the country, I little 
thought how much of the same terror I should feel from liv- 
ing solitary in a house in a village. — ^You wonder what could 
happen to me, I dare say ; and perhaps it would not be very 
easy to suppose any peril which would stand examination." 

^ I was going to say that you and we are particularly safe^ 
from being so poor that there is no inducement to rob us. 
We and you have neither money, nor jewels, nor plate, that can 
tempt thieves ; — ^for our few forks and spoons are hardly worth 
breaking into a house for." 

" People who want bread, however, may think it worth 
while to break in for that : and while our thieves are this sort 
of people, and not the London gentry whom Sydney is so 
fond of talking of, it may be enough that gentlemen and ladies 
live in houses to make the starving suppose that they shall 
find something valuable there." 

•* They would soon learn better if they came here. I doubt 
whether, when you and I have done our supper, they would 
find anything to eat. — But how do you show your terrors, I 
should like to know ? Do you scream ?" 

*• I never screamed in my life, as far as I remember. 
Screaming appears to me the most unnatural of human 
sounds. I never felt the slightest inclination to express myself 
in that manner." 

** Nor I : but I never said so, because I thought no one 
would believe me." 

** No : the true mood for these doleful winter nights is, to 
sit trying to read, but never able to fix your attention for five 
minutes, for some odd noise or another. And yet it is almost 
worse to hear nothing but a cinder falling on the hearth now and 
then, startling you like a pistol-shot. Then it seems as if 
somebody was opening the shutter outside, and then tapping 
at the window. I have got so into the habit of looking at the 
window at night, expecting to see a face squeezed flat against 
the pane, that I have yielded up my credit to myself, and actu. 
ally have the blinds drawn down when the outside shutters are 
closed." 
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** How glad I am tofind you are no braver than the rest 
of us!" 

^ No, do not be glad. . It is very painful, night after night. 
Every step clinks or craunches in the farrier's yard, yoa 
know. This ought to be a comfort : but sometimes I cannot 
clearly tell where the sound comes from. More than once 
lately I have fancied it was behind me, and have turned round 
in a greater hurry than you would think I could use. My rooms 
are a good way from the rest of the house ; you remember the 
length of the passage between. I do not like disturbing the 
family in the evenings ; but I have been selfish enough to ring, 
ence or twice this week, without any sufficient reason, just 
for the sake of a sight of my landlady." 

** A very sufficient reason. But I had no idea of all this 
from you." 

<* You have heard me say some fine things about the value 
of time to me, — about the blessing of my long evenings. For 
all that, (true as it is,) I have got into the way of going to bed 
soon after ten, just because I know every one else in the 
house is in bed, and I do not like to be the only person up.'' 

" That is the reason why you are looking so well, notwith- 
standing all these terrors. But, Maria, what has become of 
-your bravery ?" 

** It is just where it was. I am no more afraid than I used 
to be of evils which may be met with mature mind : and just 
as much afraid as ever of those which terrified my childhood. ' 

** Our baby shall never be afraid of anything," asserted 
Margaret. *^ But Maria, something must be done for your 
relief." 

" That is just what I hoped and expected you would say, 
and the reason why I exposed myself to you." 

« Why do not the Greys offer you a room there for the win- 
ter ? That seems the simplest and most obvious plan." 

" It is not convenient." 

" How should that be ?" 

" The bed would have to be uncovered, you know ; and the 
mahogany wash-stand might be splashed." 

" They can get a room ready for a guest, to relieve their 
own fears, but not yours. Can nothing be done about it ?" 

** Not unless-the Rowlands should take in Mr. Walcot, be- 
cause he is afraid to live alone : in such case, the Greys would 
take me in for the same reason. But that will not be : so^ 
Margaret, I will ask you plainly, and you will answer as plain- 
ly, — could you, without too much pain, trouble, and inconve- 
nience, spend an evening or two a- week with me, just till this 
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panic is passed ? If you couM put it in my power to be always 
looking forward . to an evening of relief, it would break the 
sense of solitude, and make all the difierence to me. — I see 
the selfishness of this : but I really think it is better to own 
my weakness than to struggle uselessly against it any 
longer.*" 

** I could do that, — should like of all things to do it till Mor- 
ris goes : but that will be so soon • . •'' 

** Morris ! where is she going ?" 

Margaret related this peace of domestic news, too private 
to be told to any one else till the last momeut, Maria forgot 
her own troubles, or despised them as she Hastened, so grieved 
was she for her friends, including Morris, Margaret was not 
very sorry on Morris's own account. Morris wanted rest, — 
an easier place. She had had too much upon her some time 
past. 

** What then will you have, when she is gone ?" 

** If I have work enough to drive all thought out of my head, 
I shall be thankful. Meantime, I will bestow my best wit upon 
your case." 

** I am ashamed of my case already. While sitting in all 
this comfort here, I can hardly believe in my own tremors, of 
no earlier date than last night. — Come, let us draw to the fire. 
I hope we shall not end with sitting up all night ; but I feel as 
if I should like it very much." 

Margaret stirred up a blaze, and put out the candles. No 
economy was now beneath her care. As she took her seat 
beside her friend, she said, — 

** Maria, did you ever know any place so dull and dismal as 
Deerbrook is now ? Is it not enough to make any heart as 
heavy as the fortunes of the place ?" 

^ Even the little that I see of it in going to and from the 
Greys, looks sad enough. You see the outskirts, which I sup- 
pose are worse still." 

" The very air feels too heavy to breathe. The cottages, and 
even the better houses, appear to my eye» damp and weather- 
stained on the outside, and silent within. The children sH 
shivering on the thresholds, — do not they ?— ^instead of shout- 
ing at their play as they did. Every one looks discontented, 
and complains, — ^the.poor of want of bread, and every one else 
of hard times, and all manner of woes, that one never hears of 
in prosperous seasons. Mr. James says the actions for tres- 
pass are beyond all example. Mr. Tucker declares his dog, 
that died the other day, was poisoned. And I never pass the 
Green but the women are ev^i quarrelling for precedence at 
the pump." 
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** I have witnessed some of this, but not all : and neither, 1 
suspect, have you, Margaret, though you think you have. We 
see the affairs of the world in shadow, you know, when our 
own hearts are sad." 

" My heart is not so sad as you think. You do not believe 
roe : but that is because you do not believe what I am sure q( 
—that he is not to blame for anything that has happened,— 
that, at least, he has only been mistaken, — ^that there has been 
no fickleness, no selfishness, in him. I could not speak of this, 
even to you, Maria, if it were not a duty to him. You must 
not be lefl to suppose, from my silence, that he is to blame, as 
you think he is. I suffer from no sense of injury from him. I got 
over that, long ago !" 

Maria would not say, as she thought, '* You had to get over 
it, th en !" 

*« It makes me very unhappy to think how he is sufiering^* 
how much more he has to bear than I ; so much more thao 
the separation and the blank. He cannot trust me as I trust 
him: and that is, indeed, to be without consolation." 

" Do men ever trust as women do ?" 

** Yes, Edward does. If he were to go to India for twenty 
years, he would know, as certainly as I should, that Hester 
would be widowed in every thought till his return. And the 
time will come when Philip will know this as certainly of me. 
It is but a little while yet that I have waited, Maria ; but it 
does sometimes seem a weary waiting." 

Maria took her friend's hand, in token of the sympathy 
she could not speak, — so much of hopelessness was there 
mingled with it. 

^ I know you and others think that this waiting is to go on 
for ever." 

*• No, love ; not so." 

•* Or that a certainty which is even worse will come some day. 
But it will be otherwise. His love can no more be quenched or 
alienated by the slanders of a wicked woman, than the sun can 
be put out by an eclipse, or sent to enlighten another world, 
leaving us mourning." 

** You judge by your own soul, Margaret ; spid that should 
be a faith^l guide. You judge him by your own soul, — and 
how much by this ?" she added, with a smile, fixing her eyes 
on the turquoise ring, which was Philip's gift, and which, 
safely guarded, was on a finger of the hand she held. 

Margaret blushed. She could not have denied, if closely 
pressed, that some little tinge of the Eastern superstition had 
entered into this sacred ring, and lay there, like the fire in th^ 
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opal. She could not have denied that, when she drew it on 
every morning, she noted with satisfaction that its blue was as 
clear and bright as ever. 

" How is it that this ring is still here ?*' asked Maria. ** Is 
it possible that he retains gifts of yours ? Yet I think, if he 
did not, this ring would not be on your finger." 

'* He does keep whatever I gave him. Thank God ! he 
keeps them. This is one of my greatest comforts : it is 
the only way I have left of speaking to him. But if it wem 
not so, this ring would still be where it is. I would not give 
it up. I am not altered. I am not angry with him. His 
love is as precious to me as it ever was, and I will not give 
up the tokens of it. Why, Maria, you surely cannot suppose 
that these things have any other value or use but as given by 
him! You cannot suppose that I dread the imputation of 
keeping them for their own sakes ! " 

" No : but " 

<*But what?" 

** Is any proof of his former regard of value now ? That is 
the question. It has only very lately become a question with 
me. I have only lately learned to think him in fault. I ex- 
cused him before .... I excused him as long as I could.'' 

"You will unlearn your present opinion of him. Yes, 
everything that was ever valuable from him is more precious 
than ever now, — now that he is under a spell, and cannot 
speak his soul. If it were as you think, if beloved me no 
longer, they would be still more precious, as a relic of the 
dead. But it is not sa" 

"If faith can remove mountains, we may have to rejoice 
for you still, Margaret ; for there can be no mass of calumnies 
between you and him which you have not faith enough to 
overthrow." 

" Thank you for that. It is the best word of comfort that 
has come to me from without for many a day. Now there is 
one thing more in which you can perhaps help me. I have 
heard nothing about him for so long ! You see Mr. Rowland 
sometimes ; (I know he feels a great friendship for you ;) aad 
you meet the younger children. Do you hear nothing what- 
ever about him /" 

" Nothing : nor do they. Mr. Rowland told me, a fortnight 
ago, that Mrs. Rowland and he are seriously uneasy at ob« 
taining no answers to their repeated letters to Mr. Enderby. 
Mrs. Rowland is more disturbed, I believe, than she chooses 
to show* She must feel herself responsible. She has tried 
various means of accounting for his silence, all the autumn* 
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Now she gnres that up, and is silent in her turn. If h 
were not for the impossibility of leaving home at such a time 
as this, Mr. Rowland would go to London to satisfy himsel£ 
Margaret, I believe you are the only person who has smiled 
at this." 

*^ Perhaps I am the only one who understands him. I had 
rather know of his silence than of all the letters he could have 
written to Mrs. Rowland. If he had been ill, they would 
otrtainly have heard." 

•« Yes ; they say so." 

*« Then that is enough. Let us say no more now." 

** You have said that which has cheered me for you, Marga* 
ret, though, as we poor irreligious human beings often say to 
each other, *I wish I had your faith.' You have given dm 
more than I had, however. — But are we to say no more about 
an3rthing ? Must we leave this comfortable fire, and go to 
sleep?" 

*< Not unless you wish it. I have more to ask, if you are 
not tired." 

"Come, ask me." 

<< Cannot you tell me of some way in which a woman may 
earn money ?" 

" A woman ? What rate of woman 1 Do you mean your- 
self? That question is easily answered. A woman from the 
uneducated classes can get a subsistence by washing and 
cooking, by milking cows and going to service, and, in some 
parts of the kingdom, by working in a cotton mill, or burnish- 
ing plate, as you have no doubt seen for yourself at Birmiog* 
ham. But, for an educated woman, a woman with the powers 
which God gave her religiously improved, with a reason 
which lays life open before her, an understanding which sur- 
veys science as its appropriate task, and a conscience which 
would make every species of responsibili^ safe, — for such a 
woman there is in all England no chance of subsistence hot 
by teaching, — ^that almost ineffectual teaching, which can ne- 
ver countervail the education of circumstances, and for which 
not one in a thousand is fit, — or by bein? a superior Miss Nares, 
•—the feminine gender of the tailor and the hotter." 

" The tutor, the tailor, and the hatter. Is this all t" 

** All ; except that there are departments of art and litem- 
ture from which it is impossible to shut women out. These 
are not, however, to be regarded as resources for bread. Be- 
sides, the number who succeed in art and literature being ne* 
cessarily extremely small, it seems pretty certain that no great 
achievements in&e domains of art and imagination, can be 
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looked for from either men or women who labour there to 
supply their lower wants, or for any other reason , than the 
true love of the work. While they toil in any one of the arts 
of expression, if they are not engrossed by some loftier mean- 
ing, the highest which they will end with expressing will be, 
the need of bread." 

** True — quite true. I mi^st not think of any of those 
higher departments of labour, because, even if I were qualified, 
what I want is not employment, but money. I am anxiou^^ to 
earn some money, Maria. We are very poor. Edward is 
trying, One way and another, to earn money to live upon, till 
his practice comes back to him, as he is for ever trusting it 
will, I wish to earn something too, if it be ever so little. 
Can yoi^ tell me of no way f ' 

/ * I believe I should not, if I could. Why 1 Because I 
think you h^ve quite enough to do already, and will soon have 
too much. Just consider. When Morris goes, what hour of 
the. day will you have to spare ? Let us see ;— do you mean 
to sweep the rooms with your own hands t" 

" Yes,'' said Margaret, smiling. 

" And to scour them too ?" 

*• No, not quite that. We, shall hire a neighbour to come 
two or three times a week to do the rougher parts of the work. 
But I mean to light the fire in the morning, (and we shall have 
but one), and get breakfast ready ; and Hester will help me to 
make the beds. That is nearly all I shall let her do besides 
the sewing ; for baby will give her employment enough." 

" Indeed I l^ink so ; and that will leave you too much. Do 
not think, dear, of earning money. You are doing all you 
ought in saving it." 

•* I must think about it, because earning is so much nobler 
and more effectual than saving. I cannot help seeing that it 
would be far better to '' earn the amount of Morris's main- 
tenance, than to save it by doing her work badly myself. 
Not that I shrink from the labour : T am rather enjoying the 
prospect of it, as I told you. — Hark ! what footstep is that ?" 

•* I heard it a minute or two ago," whispered Maria, *« but 
I did not like to mention it," 

They listened in the deepest silence for awhile. At first 
they were not sure whether they heard anything above the* 
beating of their own hearts ; but they were soon certain that 
there were feet moving outside the room-door. 

«* The church-clock has but lately gone twelve," said Maria, 
in the faint hope that it might be some one of the household 
yet stirring. 
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Margaret shook her head. She rose softiy firotn her 
seat, and took a candle fit>in the tahle to light it, saying die 
would go and see. Her hand trembled a little as she held the 
DGLtch, and the candle would not immediately light. Mean- 
time the door opened without noise, and some one walked in 
and quite up to the gazing ladies. It was the tall woman. 
Biaria made an effort to reach the bell, but the tall woman 
seized her arm, and made her sit down. A capricious jet d 
flame from a coal in the fire at this moment lighted up the feoe 
of the stranger for a moment, and enabled Maria to ^ spy a 
creat peard under the muffler.' 

** What do you want at this time V* said Margaret. 

** I want money, and what else I can get,** said the intrude, 
in the no longer disguised voice of a man. ^ I have been into 
your larder, but you seem to have nothing there." 

** That is true,** said Margaret, firmly ; ** nor have we any 
money. We are very poor. You could not have come to a 
worse place, if you are in want.** 

** Here is something, however,** said the man, turning to Ac 
tray. ** With your leave, I'll see what you have left us to 
eat." 

He thrust one of the c^indles between the bars of the grate 
to light it, telling the ladies they had better start no difficulty, 
lest they should have reason to repent it. There were others 
with him in the house, who would show themselves in an in- 
stant, if any noise were made. 

. •* Then do you make none — I beg it as a favour," said Mar* 
^ret. " There is a lady asleep up-stairs, with a very young 
mfant. If you respect her life, you will be quiet." 

The man did not answer, but he was quiet. He cut sKces 
from the loaf, and carried them to the door, and they were 
taken by somebody outside. He quickly devoured the re- 
mains of the pheasant, tearing the meat from the bones with 
his teeth. He drank from the decanter of wine, and then 
carried it where he had taken the bread. Two men put their 
heads in at the door, nodded to the ladies before they drank, 
and again withdrew. The girls cast a look at each oFther,— a 
glance of agreement that resistance was not to be thought of: 
yet each was conscious of a feeling of rather pleasant surprise 
that she was not more alarmed. 

" Now for it !" said the man, striding oddly about in his 

petticoats, and evidently out of patience with them. "Now 

for your money !" As he spoke, he put the spoons from the 

tray into the bosom of his gown, proceeding to murmur at his 

deSciency of pockets. 
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Margaret held out her purse to him. It contained one 
single shilling. 

" You don't mean this ip all you are going to give me?" 

*f It is all I have : and I believe there is not another shilling 
in the house. I told you we have no money," 

** And you ?" said he, turning to Maria. 

"I have not my purse about me; and if I had, there is 
nothing in it worth your taking, I assure you I have not got 
my purse. I am only a visitor here for this one night, — and 
wa. odd night it is to have chosen, as it turns out." 

** Give nje your watches." 

*' I have no watch. I have not had a watch these five 
years," said Maria. 

"I have no watch," said Margaret. " I sold mine a month 
ago. I told you we were very poor." 

The man inuttered something about the plague of gentle- 
folks being so poor, and about wondering that gentlefolks 
were not ashamed of being so poor. " You have got some* • 
thing, however," he continued, fixing his eye on the ring on 
Margaret's finger. " Give me that ring. Give it me, or else 
I'll take it." 

Margaret's heart sank with a self-reproach worse than her 
grief, when she remembered how easily &he might have saved 
this ring, — how easily she might have thrust it under the fen- 
der, or dropped it into her shoe, into her hair, anywhere, while 
the intruder was gone to the room-door to his companions. 
She felt that she could never forgive herself for this neglect of 
tfie most precious thing she had in the world, — of that which 
most belonged to Philip. 

" She cannot part with that ring," said Mar|a. '* Look ! you 
may see she had rather part with any money she is ever likely - 
to have, than with that ring." 

She pointed to Margaret, who was sitting with her hands 
clasped as if they were never to be disjoined, and with a face 
of the deepest distress. 

**I can't help that," said the man. "I must have what I 
can get." 

He seized her hands, and, with one gripe of his, made hers 
fly open. Margaret could no longer epdure to expose any of 
her feelings to the notice of a stranger of this character. ** Be 
patient a moment," said she ; and she drew off the ring after 
its guard, made of Hester's hair, and put them into the large 
hand which was held out to receive them ; feeling at the mo- 
ment, as if her heart was breaking. The man threw the hair 
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ring back into her lap, and tied the turquoise in the corner of 
the shawl he wore. 

" The lady up-stairs has got a watch, I suppose." 

" Yes, she has : let me go and fetch it. Do let me go. I 
am afraid of nothing so much as her being terrified. If you 
have any humanity, let me go. Indeed I will bring the 
watch." 

" Well, there is no man in the house, I know, for you to 
call. You may go« Miss : but I must step behind you to the 
room door; — ^no further, — she shan't see me, nor know any 
one is there, unless you tell her. This young lady will sit as 
still as a mouse till we come back." 

"Never mind me," said Maria, to her friend. While they 
were gone, she sat as she was desired, as still as a mouse, en- 
forced thereto by the certainty that a man stood in the shadow 
by the door, with his eye upon her the whole time. 

Margaret lighted a chamber candle, in order, as she said, 
to look as usual if her sister should see her. The robber did 
tread very softly on the stairs, and stop outside the chamber 
door. Morris was sitting up in her truckle-bed, evidently lis*, 
tening, and was on the point of starting out of it on seeing that 
Margaret's face was pale, when Margaret put her finger on 
her lips, and motioned to her to lie down. — Hester was asleep, 
with her sleeping infant on her arm. Margaret set down the 
light, and leaned over her, to take the watch from its hook at 
the head of the bed. 

*• Are you still up ?" said Hester, drowsily, and just opening 
her eyes. ** What do you want ? It must be very late." 

*' Nearly half-past twelve, by your watch. I am sorry I 
disturbed you. Good night." 

As she withdrew with the watch in her hand, she whispered 
to Morris, 

** Lie still. Don't be uneasy. I will come again presently.'' 

In a few minutes, as it seemed to intently listening ears, the 
house was clear of the intruders. Within a quarter of an hour, 
Margaret had beckoned Morris out of Hester's room, and had 
explained the case to her. They went round the house, and 
found that all the little plate they had was gone, and the cheese 
from the pantry. Morris's cloth cloak was left hanging oh its 
pin, and even Edward's old hat. From these circumstances, 
and from the dialect of the only speaker, Margaret thought the 
thieves must be country people from the neighbourhood, who 
could not wear the old clothes of the gentry without danger of 
detection. They had come in from the surgery, whose outer 
door was sufficiently distant from the inhabited rooms of the 
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hduse to be forced without the noise being heard. Morris and 
Margaret barricaded this door as well as they could, with such 
chests and benches as they were able to move without making 
themselves heard up-stairs ; and then Morris, at Margaret's 
earnest desire, stole back to bed. Anything rather than alarm 
Hester. 

While they were below, Maria had put on more coals, and 
restored some order and comfort to the table and the fireside. 
She concluded that sleep was out of the question for this night. 
For some moments after Margaret came and sat down by her, 
neither of ^em spoke. At length Margaret said, half-laugh* 

'< That you should have come here for rest this night, of all 
pights in the year ! " 

^I am glad it happened so. Yes, indeed I am. I know it 
must have been a comfort to you to have some one with you, 
though only poor lame me. And I am glad on my own ac- 
count too, I assure you. Such a visitation is not half so 
dreadful as I had fancied, — ^not worth half the fear I have spent 
upon it all my life. I am sure you felt as I did while he W£ia 
here ; you felt quite yourself, did not you t If it had not bfeen 
for the woman's clothes, it would really have been scarcely 
terrifying at all. There is something much more human about 
a house-breaker than I had fancied. ,But yet it was very in- 
human of him to take your ring." 

Margaret wept more bitterly than any one had si^en her 
weep since her unhappy days began, and her friend could not 
comfort her. It was a c^e in which there was no comfort to 
be given, unless in the very faint and um*easonable hope that 
the ring might be offered for sale to some jeweller, in some 
market town in the country ; a hope sadly faint and unreason- 
able ; since country people who would take plate and orna- 
ments must, in all probability, be in communication with Lon- 
don rogues who would turn the property into money in the 
great city. Still, there was a possibility of recovering the lost 
treasure ; and on this possibility Maria dwelt perseveringly. 

. "But Margaret," she went on to ask, " what is this aboiit 
your watch? Have you indeed sold it ?" 

" Yes. Morris managed that for me while Hester was^coh- 
£ned. I am glad now that I parted with it as I did. It has 
paid some bills which I knew made Edward anxious ; and that 
is far better than its being in a housebreaker's hands." 

** Yes, indeed ; but I am sorry you all have such a struggle 
to live. Not a shilling in the house but the one you gave 
up!" 
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" So much for Edward's l)eing out. It happened very well 5 
for he could not have lielped us, if he had been here. Ton 
•aw there were three of them. What I meant was, that Ed- 
ward has about him the little money that is to last us till 
Christmas. The rent is safe enough. It is in Mr. Grey's 
strbng-box, or the bank at Blickley. The rent is too impor- 
tant a matter to be put to any hazard, considering that Mr. 
Rowland^ is our landlord. It is all ready and safe." 

** That is well. Now, Margaret, could you swear to this 
yisitor of ours ?" 

** No," said Margaret, softly, looking round, as if to convince 
herself that he was not there still. '* No ; his bonnet was so 
large, and he kept the shadow of it so careftiUy tipon his fece, 
that I should not know him again ; — at least, dot in any other 
dress; and we shall never see him again in this. — It is very 
disagreeable," she continued^ shuddering slightly, "10 think 
that we may pads him any day or every day, and that he may 
say to himself as we go by, ^ There go the kdies that sat widi 
their feet on the fender «o comfortably when I went in, with- 
out leave !'^' 

** Poor wretch ! he will rather say, * There goes the young 
lady that I made so unhappy about her ring. T wish I had 
choked with the wine I drank, before I took that ring !' The 
first man you meet that cannot look you in the face is the 
thief, depend upon it, Margaret." 

'* I must not depend upon that. But, Maria, could you 
flwear to him ^" 

'* I am not quite sure at this moment, but I believe I could. 
The light from the fire slione l)rightly upon his black chin, 
and a bit of lank hair that came from under his mob cap. 1 
could swear to the shawl." 

" So could I ; but that will be burned to-morrow morning. 
Now, Maria, do go to bed.'* 

" Well, if you had rather . . . ^. Cannot we be together? 
Must I be treated as a guest, and have a room to myself?" 

" Not if you think we can make room in mine. We shall 
be most comfortable there, shall not we,- — ^near to Morris and 
Hester?" 

Rather than separate, they both betook themselves to the 
bed in Margaret's room. Maria lay still, as If asleep, but wide 
awake and listening. Margaret mourned her turquoise with 
silent tears all the rest of the night. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

) 
I 

LIGHTSOME DATS. 

Bbfore 'he returned home in the morning, Hope went to 
©r. Levitt's, to report of what he had seen and heard on Mr^ 
€rrey's premises in the course of the night. He was per- 
-suaded that several persons had heen ahout the yar^s f and he 
had seen a light appearing and disappearing among the shruhs 
which grew thick in the rear of the house. Sydney and he 
had examined th^ premises this morning, in company with 
Mr. Grev*s clerk ; and they had found the flower-beds tram- 
-pled, and drops of tallow from a candle which had probd,bly 
been takeii out of a lantern, and ashes from tobacco -pipes 
scattered under the lee of a pile of logs. Nothing was missed 
from -the yards : it was probable that they were the resort of 
persons who had been plundering elsewhere ; but the danger 
from fire was so great, and the unpleasantness of having such 
<night neighbours so extreme, that the gentlemen agreed that 
ho time must be lost in providing a watch, which would keep 
the premises clear of intruders. The dog, which had =by 
some means been cajoled out of his duty, must be replaced by 
-a more faithfUl one ; and ;Dr. Levitt was disposed to establish 
a patrol in the village. ^ 

The astonishment of both was great when Margaret ap- 
peared, early as it was, with her story. It was the faint hope 
of recovering her ring which brought her thus early to the 
magistrate's. Her brother was satisfied to stay and listen, 
•when he found that Hester knew as yet nothing of the matter. 
It was a clear case that the Greys must find some other 
guardian for the nights that Mr. Grey spent from home ; and 
Dr. Levitt said that no man was justified in leaving his family 
unprotected for a single night in such times as these. He 
spoke with the deepest concern of the state of the neighbour- 
hood this winter, and of his own inability to preserve security, 
i)y his influence either as clergyman or magistrate. The fact 
"was, he said, neither law nor gospel could deter menfrom crime, 
when pressed by want, and hardened against all other claims 
•by those of their starving families. Such times had never 
been known within his remembrance ; and the guardians of 
the public peace and safety were almost as much at their wits' 
-end as the sickly and savage population they had to control. 
•He must to-day consult with as many of his brother magis. 
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tratcs as he could reach, as io what could be done iot tiie 
general security and relief. 

As Hope and Margaret returned home to breakfast, they 
agreed that their little household was more free to discharge 
the duties of such a time than most of their neighbours of 
their own rank could possibly be. They had now little or 
nothing of which they could be robbed. It was difficult to 
conceive how they could be further injured. They might now, 
wholly free from fear and self-regards, devote themselves to 
forgive and serve their neighbours. Such emancipation irom 
care as is the blessing of poverty, even more than of wealth, 
was th6u*s ; and as a great blessing in the midst of very 
tolerable evil, they felt it. Margaret laughed, as she asked 
Edward if he could spare a few pence to buy horn spoons in 
the village, as all the silver ones were gone. ' 

Hester was not at all too much alarmed or disturbed, when she 
missed her watch, and heard what had happened. She was 
chiefly vexed that she had slept through it cdl. It seemed so 
ridiculous that the nmster of the house should be safe at a 
distance, and the mistress comfortably asleep, during such an 
event, leaving it to sister, maid and guest, to bear all the 
terror of it! 

Dr. Levitt's absence of mind did not interfere with the 
activity of his heart, or with his penetration in cases where 
the hearts of others were concerned.. He perceived that the 
lost turquoise was, from some cause. Inestimable to Margaret, 
and he spared no pains to recover it: but weeks passed on 
without any tidings of it. Margaret told herself that she must 
give up this, as she had given up so much else, with as much 
cheerfulness as she could ; but she missed her ring every hour 
of the day. 

Christmas came ; and the expected contest took place about 
the rent of the corner-house. Mr. Rowland showed his lady 
the bank-notes on the morning of quarter-day, and then im^ 
mediately and secretly sent them back. Mrs. Rowland had 
never been so sorry to see bank-notes ; yet she would have 
been so angry at Iheir being returned, that her husband con- 
cealed the fact from her. Within an hour, the money was in 
Mr. Rowland's hands ^ain, with a request that be would 
desist from pressing fevours upon those who could not but 
consider them as pecuniary obligation, and not as justice. 
Mr. Rowland sighed, iumed the key of his desk upon the 
money, and set forth xo the comer-house, to see whether no 
iia/)airs were wanted,^ — whether there was notlui^ that he could 
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do as a landlord) to promote the comfort and security of his 
excellent tenants. 

Christmas came ; and Morris found she c6uld not leave her 
young ladies while the days were so very short. , She would 
receive no wages afler Christmas, and she would take care 
that she cost them next to nothing ; hut she could not be esusy 
to go till brighter days,— days externally brighter, at least — 
were at hand, nor lill the baby was a little less tender, and 
had shown beyond dispute that he was likely to be a stout 
little fellow. She could not think of Miss Margaret getting 
up quite in the dark, to light the fire ; it was a dismal time to 
begin such a new sort of work. Margaret privately explained 
to her that these little circumstances brought no discourage- 
ment to persons who undertake such labour with sufficient 
motive ; and Morris admitted this. She saw the difference 
between the cas^ of a poor girl first going to service, who 
trembles half the night at the idea of her mistress's disples- 
ure if she should not happen to wake in time; such poor girl 
undertaking service for a maintenance, and by no means from 
love in either party towards the other, — Morris saw the dif- 
ference between the morning waking to such a service, and 
Margaret's, called from her bed by love of those whom she 
was' going to serve through the day, and by an exhilarating 
sense of honour and duty. Morris saw fliat, while to the 
solitary dependant every accessory of cheerfulness is neces- 
sary to make her willingly leave her rest, — ^the early sunshine 
through her window, and the morning soi^ of birds,^ — it mat- 
tered little to Margaret under What circumstances she went 
about her business, — whether in darkness or in light, in keen 
frost or genial warmth. She had the strength of will, in 
whose glow all the disgust, all the meanness, all the hardship 
of the most sordid occupations is consumed, leaving unim- 
•paired the dignity and delight of toil. Morris saw and fully 
admitted all this ; and yet she staid on till the end of January. 

By that time her friends were not satisfied to have her 
remain any longer. It was necessaiy that she should earn 
■money ; and she had an opportunity now of earmng what she 
needed at Birmingham. The time was come when Morris 
must go. 

The family had their sorrow all to themselves that dismal 
evening ; for not a soul in Deerbrook, except Maria,' knew 
that Morris was^oing at all. Maria had known all along; 
and it had been settled that Maria should occupy Morris's 
room, after it was vacated, as often as she felt nervous and 
lonely in her lodging. But she was not aware of the .^^« 
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cise day when the. separation of these old and dear friendsrwas 
to take place. So they mourned Morris as privately as she 
had long grieved over their adversity. 

Mr. Hope meant to drive Morris to Blickley himself, and 
he had borrowed Mr. Grey's gig for the purpose. He had 
been urged by Mr. Grey not think of returning that night, had 
desired his wife and sister not to expect lum, and had en^eiged 
a neighbour to sleep in the house. The sisters might wdl 
look forward to a sad evening ; and their hearts were heavy 
when the gig eame to the door, when they were fortifyiog 
Morris with a parting glass c^ wine, and wrapping Jier up 
with warm things which were to come back with her master, 
and expressing their heart-sorrow by the tenderness with 
which they melted the very scrtil of poor Morris. She could 
not speak ; she could resist nothing. She took all they 
ofiered her to comfort herself with, from having neither heart 
nor voice, to refuse. Morris never gave way to tears ; bat 
she was as solemn as if she were going to execution. The 
baby alone was insensible to her gravity ; he laughed in her 
face when she took him into her arms for the last time; — a 
seasonable laugh it was, for it relieved his mother of some 
slight superstitious dread which was stealing upon* her, as she 
witnessed the solemnity of Morris's farewell to him. They 
all spoke of her return to them ; but no one felt that there 
was any comfort in so vague a hope, amidst the sadness of 
the present certainty. 

As Hester and Margaret stood out on the sfeps to wateh 
the gig till the last moment, a few flakes of snow were driven 
against their faces. They feared Morris would have a dreary 
journey ; and this was not the pleasantest thought to cany 
with them into the house. 

While Hester nursed her infant by the fire, Margaret went 
round the house, to see what there was for her to do to-night 
It moved her to find how thoughtfully everything was done. 
Busy as Morris had been with a thousand little affiiirs and 
preparations, every part of the house was lefl in the com- 
pletest order. The very blinds of the chambers were drawn 
down, and a fire was laid in every grate, in case of its being 
wanted. The tea tray was set in the pantry, and not a plate 
left from dinner unwashed. Margaret felt and said how badly 
she should supply the place of Morris's hands, to say nothing 
of their loss of her head and heart. She sighed her thank, 
fulness to her old friend, that she was already at liberty to sit 
down beside her sister, with actually nothing on her hands to 
be dtme before tea-time.. ' - 



It was always a holiday to Margaret whed sh^ could sit by 
^t leisure, as the iHorning and evening dressing of the baby 
went on. Hester would never entrust the buisiness to her or 
td any one : but it was the next best thing to watch the pranks 
of the little fellow, and the play between him and his mother ; 
€dMl ,theh to see the fun subside into drowsiness, and be lost 
in Aat exquisite spectacle; th^ quiet sleep of an infant. 
When he was this evening' laid in his basket, and all was 
unusually still, from there being no one but themselves in the 
house, and the snow having by this time fallen thickly outside, 
Margaret said to iier sister— ; 

" If I remember rightly, it is just a twelve-m6nth since you 
warned me how wretched marriage wajs. Just a year, 
is it not f 

**Is It possible f\ said Hester^ withdrawing her eyes from 
her Infant. 

^ •• I wish I could have foreseen then how soon l might re- 
mind you of this." 

**Is it possible that I said so ?— -and of all marriage ?" 

" Of all love, and all marriage. I remember it distinctly." 

" You have but too much reason to remember it, love. But 
how thankless^' how wicked of me ever to say so !" 

*< Wfe all, perhaps, say some wretched things which dwell 
oil other people's minds long after we havfe forgotten them 
ourselves. It is one of the acts we shall waken up to as sins^ 
— perhaps every one of us, — whenever we become qualified 
to review our lives dispassionately ; — €us sins, no doubt, for the 
pain does not die with the utterance ; and to give pain needless. 
ly, and to give lasting pain, is surely a sin. We are none of 
us guiltless ; but I am glad yoti said this particular thing, — 
dreadful as it was to hear it It has caused me a great deal of 
thought within the year ; and it now makes us both aware 
how much happier we are than we were then." 

•*We!" 

"Yes ; all of us. I rather shrink from measuring states of 
fortune and of mind, as they are at one time against those of 
another ; but it is impossible to recal that warning of yours, and 
be unaware how differently we have cause to think and speak 
now. I felt at the time, Ihat it was too late for us to com* 
plain of love and of marriage. The die was then cast for us 
all. It is much better to feel now that those complaints were 
the expression of passing pain, long since over." 

"I rejoicq to hear you say this for yourself, Margaret; 
though I own I should scarcely have expected it And yet no 
one is more aware than J that it is a blessing to love,— -a bias* 
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love. It is a blessing to live for another,, to feel for another 
far more deeply than the most selfish being on earth ever felt 
for himself, i know that it is better to have felt this disinte^ 
estcd attachment to another, even in the midst of storms of 
passion hidden in the heart, and of pangs from disappoint- 
ment, than to live on in the very best peace of those who have 
never loved. ¥et, knowing thi?, I have been cowcu'dly for yon, 
Margaret, and at one time sank under my own troubles. 
Any one who loved as I did should have been braver. I 
should have been more willing, both for you and for mypelf, lo 
meet the suffering which belongs to the exercise of all the 
highest and best parts of our nature i^but I wasunwortiiy then 
of the benignant discipline appomted to me : and at the mo- 
ment> I doubt not I should have preferred, if the choice had 
been offered to me, the safety and quiet of a passionless einst* 
ence to the gtorious exercise which has been graciously ap- 
pointed me against my will. I do try now, Margaret, to be 
thankful that you have had some of this exercise and disci- 
pline ; but I have not faith enough. My thanks are all swal- 
lowed up in grief before I have done, — ^grief that you have the 
struggle and the sorrow, without the suppoi-t and the full return 
which have been granted to me." ' 

** You need not grieve much for me. I have not only had 
the full return you speak of, but I have.it still. It cannot be 
spoken or written, or even indulged; but I know it exists; 
and therefore am I happier than I was last year. How fool- 
ish it is," she continued, as if thinking aloud, " how perfectly 
childish to set our hearts on what we call happiness,-— on aay 
arrangement of circumstances, either in our minds or our for- 
tunes, — so little as we know ! How you and I should have 
dreaded this night and to-morrow, if they could have been fore- 
shown to us a while ago ! How we should have shrunk from 
sitting down under the cloud of swrow which appears to have 
settled upon this house! And now this evening Hu 



come • . . •" 



♦* The evening of Morris's going away, and everything else 
so dreary ! No servant, no money, no prospect ! CardM 
economy at home, ill-will abroad ; the times bad, the future all 
blank, — ^we two sitting here alone, with the snow falling 
without !" 

" And our hearts aching with parting with Morris : (we 
must come back to that principal grief). How dismal all this 
would have looked, if we could have seen it in a fairy.glass at 
Birmingham long ago ! — and yet I would not change this very 
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evenmg for anj we ever spent in Birmingham, when we were 
exceedingly proud of being very happy." 

'* Nor I. This is life ; and to live — to live with the whole 
soul, and mind, and strength, is enough. It is not often that I 
have strength to feel this, and courage to say it ; but to-night I 
have both." 

^ And in time We may be strong enough to pray that thk 
child may truly and wholly live — may live in every capacity of 
his being, whatever suffering may be the condition of such life ; 
but it requires some courage to pray so for him, he looks so 
unfit for anything but ease at present !" 

*' For anything but feeding and sleeping, and laughing in 
our faces. Did you ever see an infant sleep so softly 1 Are 
not those wheels passing ? Yes, surely I heard wheels roll- 
ing over the snow." 

She was right. In five minutes more, Margaret had to 
open the door to her brother. 

Hope had arrived at Blickley only just in time to drive Mor. 
ris up to the door of the Birmingham coach, and put her in as 
the guard was blowing his horn. Mr. Grey's horse had gone 
badly, and they had been full late in setting off. He had not > 
liked the prospect of staying where he was till morning, and 
had resolved to bid defiance to footpads, and return : so he 
stepped into the coffee-room, and read the papers while the 
horse was feeding, and came home as quickly af^er as he 
could. As he was safe, all the three were glad he had done 
so ; and the more that, for once, Ekiward seemed sad. They 
made a bright fire, and gave him tea ; but their household offi- 
ces did not seem to cheer him as usual. Hester asked, at 
length, whether he had heard any bad news. 

" Only public news. The papers are fiiU of everythii^ that 
is dismal. The epidemic is spreading frightfully. It is a 
most serious affair. The people you meet in the streets at 
Blickley look as if they had the plague raging in the town. 
They say the funerals have never ceased passing through the 
streets, all this week ; and really the churchyard I saw seem- 
ed full of new graves. I believe the case is little beptter in 
any town in the kingdom." 

**And in the villages?" 

" The villages follow, of course, with differences according 
to their circumstances. None will be worse than this place, 
wh^i once the fever appears among us. I would not say so any- 
where but by our own fireside, because everything should be 
d(Mie to encourage the people instead of frightening them ; but 
indeed it is difficult to imagine a place better prepared for de- 
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•truction than our pretty village is just now, from the extreme 
poverty of most of the people, and their ignorance, which rea- 
ders them unfit to take any rational care of themselves." 

" You say • whenever the fever comes.' Do you think k 
must certainly come 1" 

<< Yes : and I have had some suspicions, within a day or 
two, that it is here already. I must see Walcot to-morrow; 
and learn what he has discovered in his practice." 

« Mr. Walcot ? Will not Dr. Levitt do as well ?" 

** I must see Dr. Levitt too, to consult about some means of 
cleansing and drying the worst of the houses in the village. 
But it is quite necessary that I should have some conversatioD 
with Walcot about the methods of treatment of this dreadful 
disease. If he is not glad of an opportunity of consulting with 
a brother in the profession, he ought to be : and I have no 
doubt he will be ; for he will very soon have as much upoD 
him as any head and hands in the world could manage." 

** Cannot you let him come to you for advice and assistance 
when he wants it ?" 

<* I must not wait for that. He is young, and, as we all 
imagine, not over wise : and a dozen of our poor neighbours 
might die before he became aware of as much as I know to- 
night about this epidemic. No, love ; my dignity must give 
way to the safety of our neighbours. Depend upon it, Wal- 
cot will be glad enough to hear what I have to say, — if not^ 
to-morrow, by next week at ferthest." 

" So soon f What makes you say next week ?" 

*• I judge partly from the rate of progress of the fever else- 
where, and partly from the present state of health in Deerbrook. 
There are some other reioisons too. I have seen some birds of 
ill omen on the wing hitherward this evening." 

<* What can you mean ?" 

** I mean fortune-tellers. Are you not aware that in sea- 
sons of plague, — of the epidemics of our times, as well as 
the plagues of former days, — conjurers, and fortune-tellers, 
and quacks appear, as a sort of heralds of the disease 1 They 
are not really so, for the disease in fact precedes them ; bat 
they show themselves so immediately on its arrival, and usually 
before its presence is acknowledged, that they have oflen been 
thought to bring it. They have early information of its ex- 
istence in any place ; and they come to take advantage of the 
first panic of the inhabitants, where there are enough who 
are ignorant to make the speculation a good one. I saw two 
parties of these people trooping hither ; and we shall have 
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two, before thb time to-morrow, I have little doubt." 

^ It is this prospect which has made you sad/' said 
Hester. 

"No, my dear, — not that alone. — But do not let us talk 
about being sad: What does it matter ?" 

" Yes, do let us, talk about it," said Margaret, " if^ as I sus- 
pect, you are sad for us. It is about Morris's going away, is 
it not r 

" About many things. It is impossible to be at all times 
unafiected by such changes as have come upon us ; — I cannot 
always forget what my profession once was to me, for honour, 
for occupation, and for income. I confidently reckoned on 
Inringing you both to a home full of comfort. Never were 
Yiromen so cherished as I meant that you should be. And now 
it has ended in your little incomes being almost our only re- 
source, and in you being deprived of your old friend Morris^ 
some years before her time. I can hardly endure to think of 
to-morrow." 

" And do you really call this the end ?" asked Margaret. 
** Do you consider our destiny fixed for evermore ?" 

" As far as you and I are concerned, love," said Hester to 
him, " I could almost wish that this were the end. I feel as 
if almost any change would be for the worse ; — I mean, sup- 
posing, you not to look as you do now, but as you have always 
been till now. O Edward, I am so happy !" 

Her husband could not speak for astonishment and de- 
light. 

" You remember that evening in Verdon woods, Edward, — 
the evening before we were married." 

"Remember it!" 

" Well. How infinitely happier are we now than then ! 
O that fear, — ^that mistrust of myself ! You reproved me for 
my fear and mistrust then ; and I must beg leave to remind 
you of what you then said. It is not oflen that I can have the 
honour of preaching to you, my dear husband, as it is rather 
difficult to find an occasion ; but now I have caught you trip- 
ping. What is there for you to be uneasy about now, that 
can at all be compared with what I troubled myself about then? 
— Since that time, I have caused you much misery, I know,— 
misery which I partly foresaw I should cause you : but that 
is over, I trust. It is over at least for the time that we are 
poor and persecuted. I dare not and do not wish for any 
thing otherwise than as we have it now. Persecution seems 
to have made us wiser, and poverty happier ; and how, if only 
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Margaret were altogether as we would see her, how coidd we 
be better than we are ?" 

' *• You are right, my dear wife." These few tender words, 
and her husband's brightened looks, sufficed, — Hester had bo 
eares. She forgot even the fever, in seeing Ekiward look as 
gay as usual again, and in feeling that she was everirthing to 
bim, — that feeling, that conviction, for which she had slgbed 
in vain, for lon^ after her marriage. She had then famaed 
that his profession, his family, his own thoughts, were as irft- 
■portant.to him as herself. She now knew that she was su- 
^preme ; and this was supreme satisfiaustion. 

When Margaret sprang up to her new labours in the chill 
dusk of the next morning, she flattered herself that she was 
the first awake ; but it was not so. When she went down, 
•he found her brother busy shovelling the snow away, and 
making a clear path from the kitchen door to the coal-house. 
Jle declared it delightfully warm work, by the time he had 
brought in coals enough for the day ; and wanted more eoh 
ployment of the same sort. He went round to the front of the 
bouse, and cleared the steps and pavement there ; caring no- 
thing for the fact, that two or three neighbours gazed from 
their doors, and that some children stood blowing upon their 
fingers, and stamping with their feet, enduring the cold, fiff 
the sake of seeing the gentleman clearing his own steps. 

** What would the Greys say ?" asked Margaret, laug^hii^ ; 
as, duster in hand, she looked^ from the open window, and 
spoke to her brother outside. 

" I am sure they ought to say I have done my work welL" 

*< That is just what Hester is observing within here. You 
are almost ready for breakfast, are you not ? She is setting 
the table." 

** Cluite ready. What warm work this is ! Really, I do 
not believe there is such a bit of pavement in all Deerbrook 
as this of ours." / 

" Come, — come in to breakfcust. You have admired your 
work quite enou^ for this morning." 

The three who sat down to breakfast were as reasonable 
and philosophical as. most people ; but even they were taken 
by surprise with the sweetness of comforts provided by their 
own immediate toil. There was something in the novelty, 
perhaps ; but Hope threw on the fire with remarkable energy 
the coals he had himself brought in from the coal-house, and 
ate with great relish the toast toasted by his wife's own hands. 
Margaret, too, looked round the room, more than once, with 
a new sort of pride, in there being not a particle of dust on 
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tMe^ chair, or book. It was scarcely possible to persuade 
Edward that there was nothing more for him to do about the 
house till the next morning ; that the errand boy would come 
in an hour, and clean the shoes ; and that the only as- 
sistance the master of the house could render, would be to 
take charge of the baby for a quarter of an hour, while Hester 
helped her sister to make the beds. 

After breakfast, when Hester was dressing her infant^ and 
Margaret washing up the tea cups and saucers, the postman's 
knock was heard. Margaret went to the door, ana paid for 
the letter from the * emergency purse,' as they called the 
little sum of money they had put aside for unforeseen expenses. 
The letter was for Edward, and so brief that it must be on 
business. 

It was on business. It was from the lawyer of Mr. Hope's 
aged grandfather; and it told that the old gentleman had at 
last sunk rather suddenly under his many infirmities. Mr. 
Hope was invited to go, — not to the funeral, for it must be 
over before he could arrive, but to see the will, in which he 
had a large beneficial interest, — the property being divided be* 
tween himself and his brother, subject to legacies of one hun- 
dred pounds to each of his sisters, and a few smaller bequests 
to the servants. 

^ This is as you always feared," said Hester to her hus- 
band, observing the expression of concern in his face, on read- 
ing the letter. 

'* Indeed, I always feared it would be so/' he replied. ^ I 
did what I could to prevent this act of posthumous injustice ; 
and I am grieved that I foiled ; for nothing can repair it My 
sisters will have their money, — the same in amount, but how 
different in value ! They will receive it as a gifl from their 
brothers, instead of as their due from their graid&ther. I am 
very sorry his last act was of this character." 

*« Will you go ? Must you go ?" 

^ No, I shall not go, — at least, not at present. The funeral 
would be over, you see, before I could get there ; and I doubt 
not the rest of the business may be managed quietly and easily 
by letter. I have no inclination to travel just now, and no 
money to do it with, and strong reasons of another kind for 
staying at home. No, I shall not go." 

*« I am very glad. — Now, the fii*st duty is to write to 
Emily and Anne, I suppose : and to Frank?" 

«*Not to Frank just yet. He knows what I meant to do, 
in case of my grandfather recurring to this disposition of lus 
property ; and, further than this, I must not influence Frank. 
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He muBt be left entirely free to do «s he thiidcB proper, and 
I shall not communicate with him till he has had ample time 
to decide on his course. I shall write to Emily and Anne 
to-day." 

" I am sorry for them." 

*< So am L What a pity it is, when the aged, whom one 
would wish to honour after they are gone to their graves, im- 

Sir OQe's respect, by an unjust arrangement of their affiurd ! 
ow easily might my grandfather have satisfied us all, and 
secured our due reverence at the last, by merely being just ! 
Now, after admitting what Mras just, he has gone back into his 
prejudices, and placed us all in a painful position, from which 
it will be difficult to every one of us to regard his memory as 
we should wish." 

*' He little thought you would look upon his rich legacy in 
this way," said Margaret, smiling. 

*< I gave him warning that I should. It was impossible to 
refuse it more peremptorily than I did." 

** That must be your satisfection now, love. Tou have 
done everything that was right ; so we will not discompose 
ourselves because another hsis done a wrong which you can 
partly repair." 

*< My dear wife, what comfort you give ! What a blesiraoig 
it is, that you think, and feel, and will act with me, — making 
my duty easy instead of difficult !" 

** I was going to ask," observed Margaret, " whether yoa 
have no misgiving, no doubt whatever that you are right 
in refiising all this money." 

^ Not & slightest doubt, Margaret. The case is not m 
afty degree altered by my change of fortune. The facts re- 
main, that my sisters have received nothing yet from the pro- 
perty, while Ihave had my professional education out of it. 
That my profession does not at present supply us with bread 
does not affect the question at all : nor can you think that it 
does, I am sure. — But, Hester, my love, what think you of 
oiir prospect of a hundied pounds 1" 

<< A hundred pounds !" 

** Yes ; that is the sum set down for me when the honest 
"tliil wias made ; and that sum 1 shall of course retain." 

^* O, delightfbl ! What a quantity of comfort we may get 
out of a hundred pounds ! How rich we shall be !" 

" She is thinking already," said Margaret, ^ what sort of a 
pretty cloak baby is to have for the summer." 

*^ And Margaret must have somethhig out of it, must not 
she, love !" a^ed Hester. 

'* We will all enjoy it^ withmxoiy ^Sodi^ka \a \is^ v^t ^^^rand* 



&ther« Sarety tlus hundred pounds will set us on through* 
the year." 

*^ That will be yery pleasant, really," observed Margaret* 
^ To be sure of bread for all tJtie rest of the year !. O, the 
value of a hundred pounds to some people I" 

** What a pity that Morris did not stay this one other day !" 
exdaimed Hester* ^And yet, perhaps, not so. It might 
have perplexed her mind about leaving us, and induced her to 
give up her new place : and there is nothing in a chuiee hun** 
dred pounds to justify that. It is better as it is." 

" All things are very well as they are," said Hope, "as 
long as we think so.-^Now, I am going to call on Walcot. 
Good-bye." 

*' Stop, stop one moment ! Stay, and see what I have found," 
cried his wife, in a tone of glee.' ** book ! Feel ! Tell me,— • 
is not this our boy's first tooth ?" 

** It is, — it certainly is. I give you joy, my little fellow !" 

" Worth all the hundreds of pounds in the world," observed 
Margaret, coming in her turn to see and feel the little pearly 
edge, whose value its owner was far from appreciating, while 
worried with the inquisition which was made into the mysteries 
of his mouth. " Now it » a pity that Morris is not here !" all 
exclaimed. 

•♦ We must write to her. Perhaps we might have found it 
yesterday, if we had had any idea it would come so soon.'' 

No : Hester was quite positive there was no tooth to be se^i 
or felt last night. 

*' Well, we must write to Morris." 

'* You must leave me a comer," said Hope. •* We must 
all try our skill in describing a first tooth. I will consider my 
part as I walk. Bite my finger once more before I go, my^ 
boy." 

The sisters busied themselves in putting the parlour in 
order, for the reception of any visitors who might chance to 
CiJli though the streets were so deep in snow as to render 
the chance a remote one. Margaret believed that, when the 
time should come, she might set the potatoes over the parlour 
fire to boil, and thus, without detection, save the lighting 
another fire. But before she had taken off her apron, while 
she was in the act of sweeping up the hearth, there was a 
loud knock, which she recognized as proceeding from the . 
hand of a Grey. The family resemblance extended to their 
knocks at the door. 

As if no snow had fallen, Mrs« Grey and Sophia entered. 

" Yoii are surprised to see ui^ my dears, I have no doubt* 
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But I could not be satisfied without knowing what Mr. Hope 
thinks of this epidemic, this terrible fever, which every one 
is speaking about so frightfully ?" 

*• Why, what can he think ?" 

'* I mean, my dear, does he suppose that it will come 
here 1 Are we likely to have it ?" 

** He tells us, what I suppose you hear from Mr. Grey, that 
the fever seems to be spreading every- where, and is just now 
very destructive at Blickley. Does not Mr. Grey tell you sol" 

'' No, indeed ; there is no learning anything from Mr. Grey 
that he does not like to tell. Sophia, I think we must take in 
a newspaper again, that we may stand a chance of knowing 
something." 

Sophia agreed. 

^ Sophia and I found that we really had no time to read 
the newspaper. There it lay, and nobody touched it ; for 
Mr. Grey reads the news in the ofiice always. I told Mr. 
Grey it was just paying so much a-week for no good to any- 
body, and I begged he would countermand the paper. Bat 
we must take it in again, really, to know how this fever goes 
on. Does Mr. Hope think, my dears, as many people are 
saying here this morning, that it is a sort of plague ?" 

** O, mama," exclaimed Sophia, ** how can you say any- 
thing so dreadful ?" 

^* I have not heard my husband speak of it so," said Hester. 
'* He thinks it a very serious affair, happenii^ as it does m 
the midst of a scarcity, when the poor are already depressed 
and sickly." 

" Ah ! that is always the way, Mr. Grey tells me. After 
a scarcity comes the fever, he says. The poor are much to 
be pitied indeed. But what should those do who are not poor ? 
Have you heard Mr. Hope say ?" 

*' He thinks they should help their poor neighbours to the 
very utmost." 

"O yes, of course : but what I mean is, what precautions 
would he advise ?" 

*• We will ask him. I have not heard him speak partk^o* 
larly of this on the present occasion." 

*' Then he has not established any regulations in his own 
femily ?" 

'* No. But I know his opinion on such cases in general to 
be, that the safest way is to go on as usual, taking rational 
care of health, and avoiding all unnecessary terror. This com- 
mon way of living, and a particularly diligent care of those 
who want the good offices of the rich, are what he would re* 
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aak him. You had better stay till he returns. He may bring 
some news. Meantime, I am sorry my baby is asleep. I 
should like to show you his first tooth." 

^ His first tooth 1 Indeed ! He is a forward little fellow. 
But, Hester, do you happen to have heard your husband say 
what £ort of fumigation he would recommena, in case of sudi 
a fever as this showing itself in the house 1" 

*' Indeed, I have not heard him speak of fumigations at all. 
Have you, Margaret ?" 

"No." 

** I should just like to know ; for Mi^^ Jones told me of a 
very good one ; and Mrs. Howell thinks ill of it. Mrs. Jones 
recommended me to pour some sulphuric acid upon salt— com* 
mon salt in a saucer ; but Mrs. Howell says there is nothing 
half so good as hot vinegar." 

^ Somebody has come and put up a stall," said Sof^a^ 
^ where he sells fumigating powders, and some pills, which he 
says are an in&Uible remedy agamst the fever." 

" Preventive, my dear." 

<* Wdl, mama, ' tis just the same thing. Doea Mr. Hope 
know anything of the people who have set up that stall?" 

Hester th<Hight she might venture to answer that questioii 
without waidng for her husband's return. She lauded as she 
said that medical mea avoided acquaintance with quacks. 

'* Does Mr. Hope think that medical nten are in any parti- 
eular danger?'-' asked Sophia, bashfully, but with great amde* 
ty. << I think they must be, going among so many people 
wIk) are ill. If there is a whole family in the fever in a cot- 
tage at Crossly End, as Mrs. Howell says there i% how very 
dangerous it must be to attend them!" 

Sophia was checked by a wink from her mother, and then 
first remembered that she was speaking to a surgeon's wife. 
She tried to explain away what she had saud ; but there was no 
need. Hester calmly remarked that it was the duty of many 
to expose themselves at such times in an equal degree with 
the medical men ; and that she believed that few were more 
secure than those who did so without selfish thoughts and igao- 
rant panic. — Sophia believed that every one did not think so. 
Some of Mr. Walcot's friends had been remonstrating with him 
about going so much among the poor sick people^ just at this 
time ; and Mr. Walcot had been consulting her as to whether 
his duty to his parents did not require that he should have 
some regard to his own safety. He had not known what to do 
about ^oing to a house in Turnstile lane, where some pec^le 
were ilL 
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A dead silence followed this explanation. Mrs. Grey 
broke it by asking Margaret if she might speak plainly to her, 
— the common preface to a lecture. As usual, Margaret re* 
plied, «*0! certainly." 

'' I would only just hint, my dear, that it would be as well 
if you did not open the door yourself. You cannot think how 
strangely it looks : and some very unpleasant remarks might 
be made upon it. — It is of no consequence such a thing hap- 
pening when Sophia and I come to your door. I would not 
nave you think we regard it for ourselves in the least, — the 
not being properly shown in by a servant." 

** O ! not in the least," protested Sophia. 

^ But you know it might have been the Levitts. I suppose 
it would have been just the same if the Levitts had called ?" 

** It certainly would." 

" It might have been the Levitts certainly," observed Hee- 
ter : *< but I must just explain that it was to oblige me that 
Maimret went to the door." 

** Then, my dear, I hope you will point out some other way 
in which Margaret may oblige you ; for really you have no 
idea how oddly it looks for young ladies to answer knocks at 
the door. It is not proper self-respect, proper regard to ap* 
pearance. — And was it to oblige you that Margaret carried a 
basket all through Deerbrook on Wednesday, with the small 
end of a carrot peepii^ out from under the lid ? Fie, my 
dears ! I must say fie ! It grieves me to find fault with you : 
but really this is folly. It is really neglecting appearances too 
far." 

Mr. Hope did not return in time to see Mrs. Grey. Whra 
she could wait no longer, Hester promised to send her hus- 
band to solve Mrs. Grey's difficulties. 

«< What would she have said," exclaimed Hester, ^ if she 
had seen my husband's doings of this morning ?" 

"Ah! what indeed?" 

" Actually shovelling snow from his own steps !" 

" O, I thought you meant giving away a competence. Which 
act would she have thought the least self-respectful 1" 

** She would have had a great deal to say on his duty to his 
family in both cases. But it is all out of kindness that she 
grieves so much over his ' enthusiasm,' and lectures us for 
our disregard of appearances. If she loved us less, we shouM 
hear less of her concern, and it would be told to others behind 
our backs. So we will not mind it. You do not mind it, Mar- 
garet ?" 

** I rather enjoy it." ' 



** That is right. Now I wish my husbaixl would come io. 
He has been gone very long ; and I want to hear the whole 
truth about this fever J' 



CHAPTER XVII. 

DBBBBROOK IN SHADOW. 

It was some hours before Hope appeared at homo again ; 
and when he did, he was very grave. Mr. Walcot had been 
truly glad to see him, and, it was plain, would have applied to 
him for aid and co-operation some days before, if Mrs. Row- 
land had not interfered, to prevent any consultation of the 
kind. The state of health of Deerbrook was bad,— ^much 
worse than Hope had had any suspicion of. Whole families 
were prostrated by the fever in the labourers' cottages, and it 
was creeping into the better sort of houses. Mr. Walcot had 
requestea Hope to visit some of his patients with him : and 
what he had seen had convinced him that the disease was of a 
most formidable character, and that a great mortality must be 
expected in Deerbrook. Walcot- appeared to be doing his 
duty with more energy than might have been expected : and it 
seemed as if whatever talent he had, was exercised in his pro- 
fession Hope's opinion of him was raised by what he had 
seen this morning. Walcot had complained that his skill and 
knowledge could have no fair play among a set of people so ig* 
norant as the families of his Deerbrook patients. They put 
more faith in charms than in medicines or care ; and were 
running out in the cold and damp to have their fortunes told 
by m'ght, or in the grey of the morning. If a fortune4eller 
promised long life, all the warnings of the doctor went for 
nothing. Then again, the people mistook the oppression 
which was one of the first symptoms of the fever, for debility ; 
and before the doctor was sent for, or in defiance of his di- 
rections, the patient was plied with strong drinks, and his 
case rendered desperate from the beginning. Mr. Walco| 
had complained that the odds were really too much against 
him, and that he believed himself likely to lose akiost every 
fever patient he had. It may be imagined how welcome to 
him were Mr. Hope's countenance, suggestions, and infikience, 
-^Qch as the prejudices of the people had left it« 
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Dr. Levitt's influeiice was of little more avail than Mr, 
Hope's. From this day, he was as husily engaged amcHig the 
sick as the medical gentlemen themselves ; laying aside bis 
books, and spending all his time among his parishioners ; not 
neglecting the rich, but especially devoting himself to the poor. 
He co-operated with Hope in every way ; raising money to 
cleanse, air, and dry the most cheerless of the cottages, and to 
supply the indigent sick with warmth and food. But all ap- 
peared to be of little avail The disease stole on through the 
village, as if it had been left to work its own way ; from day 
to day tidings came abroad of another and another who was 
down in the fever, — the Tuckers' maid-servant, Mr. Hill's 
dhkop-boy, poor Mrs. Paxtcm, always sure to be iU when any. 
body else was, and all John Ringworth's five children. In a 
fortnight, the church-bell began to give token how fatal the 
sicknesa was becoming. It tolled till those who lived very 
near the church were weary of hearing it. 

On the afternoon of a day when its sound had scarcely 
ceased since sun-rise, Dr. Levitt and Hope met at the door of 
the comer-house. 

** You are the man I wanted to meet," said Dr. Levitt •' I 
have been inquiring for you, but your household could give me 
BO account of you. Could you just come home with me ? Or 
come to me in the evening, will you ? — ^But stay I There is 
no time like the present, after all ; so, if you will aUow roe, I 
will walk in with you now ; and, if you are going to dinner, I 
will make one. I have nobodv to sit down with me at home 
at present, you know, — or perhaps you do not know." 

** Indeed I was not aware of the absence of your family," 
said Hope, leading the way into the parlour, where Margaret 
at the moment was laying the cloth. 

*' You must have wondered that you had seen nothing of 
my wife all this week, if you did not know where she was. I 
thought it best, all things considered, to send them every one 
away. I hope we have done right. I find I am more free for 
the discharge of my own duty, now that I am unchecked by 
their fears for me, and untroubled by my own anxiety for 
them. I have sent them all abroad, and shall go for them 
when this epidemic has run its course ; and not till then, I 
little thought what satisfaction I could feel in walking about 
■tny own house, to see how deserted it l^oks. I never hear 
that bell but I rejoice that all that belong to me are so ht 

<« I wanted to ask you about that belV said Hq>e. <« My 
9uestion may. seem to you to savour strongly of diss^it ; but I 
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must inquire whether it is Jtbsoluteljr necessary for bad news 
to be announced to all Deerbrook every day, and almost all 
day long. However far we may be from objecting to hear it 
in ordinary times, should not our first consideration now be 
for the living? Is not the case altered by the number of 
deaths that take place at a season like this ?" 

" I am quite of your opinion, Mr. Hope ; and I liave talked 
with Owen, and many others, about that matter, within thi9 
week. I have proposed to dispense, for the present, with a 
custom which I own myself to be attached to in ordinary times» 
but which I now see may be pernicious. But it cannot be 
done. We must yield the point." 

" I will not engage to cure any sick, or to keep any wellj 
who live within sound of that bell." 

** I am not surprised to hear you say sa But this practice has 
so become a part of people's religion, that it seems as if worse 
effects would follow from discontinuing it, than from pursuing 
the usual course. Owen says there is scarcely a person in 
Deerbrook who would not talk of a heathen death and burial 
if the bell were silenced ; and, if once the people's repose in 
^heir religion is shaken, I really know not what will become 
of them." 

" I agree with you there. Their religious feelings must be 
left untouched, or all ii^ over : but I am sorry that this partic- 
ular observance is implicated with them so completely as you 
say. It will be well if it does not soon become an impossi- 
bility to toll the bell for all who die." 

** It would be well, too," said Dr. Levitt, '* if this were the 
only superstition the peo(jle entertained. They are more ter- 
rified with some others than with this bell. I am afraid they 
are more depressed by their superstitions than sustained by 
their religion. Have you observed, Hope, how many of them 
stand looking at the sky every night ?" ^ 

*' Yes : and we hear, wherever we go, of fiery^ swords, and 
dreadful angels, seen in the clouds : and the old prophecies 
have all come up again, — 'at least, all of them that are' dismal. 
As for the death-watches, they are put of number ; and there 
is never a fire lighted but a coffin flies out." 

" And this story of a ghost of a coffin, with four ghosts to 
bear it, that goes up and down in the village all night long," 
said Hester, — ^" I really do not wonder that it shakes the 
nerves of the sick to hear of it. They say that no one can 
stop those bearers, or get any answer from them : but on 
they glide, let what will be in their way." 

8 
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** Comey tell me," said Dr. LcvilV " Have not you yourself 
looked out for that sight ?" 

Hester acknowledged that she had seen a real substantial 
coffin. Carried by human bearers, pass down the middle of the 
street, at an hour past midnight ; — ^the removal of a body from 
a house where it had died, she supposed, to another whence 
it was to be buried. This coffin and the ghostly one she took 
to be one and the same. . 

Dr. Levitt mentioned instances of superstition which could 
scarcely have been believed by him, if related by another. 

"Do you know the Platts ?" he inquired of Hope. "Have 
you seen the poor woman that lies ill ihere with her child ?" 

" Yes : wliat a state of destitution they are in !" 

" At the very time that that woman and her child are lying 
on shavings, begged from the carpenter's yard, her mother 
finds means to fee the fortune-teller in the lane for reading 
a dream. The fortune-teller dooms the child, and speaks 
doubtfully of the mother." 

" I could not conceive the reason why no one of the family 
would do anything for the boy. I used what aut^hority I could, 
while I was there ; but I fear he has been lefl to bis fate since. 
The neighbours will not enter the house.*' 

•• What neighbours V said Margaret. " You have never 
so much as asked me." 

" You are our main stay at home, Margaret. I could ask 
no more of you than you do here." 

Margaret was now putting the dinner on the table. It con- 
sisted of a bowl of potatoes, salt, the loaf and butter, and a 
pitcher of water. Dr. Levitt said grace, and they sat down, 
without one word of apology from host or hostess. Though 
Dr. Levitt had not been prepared for an evidence like this of 
the state of affairs in the family, he had known enough of their 
adversity to understand the case now at a glance. No one 
ate more heartily than he : and the conversation went on as if 
a sumptuous feast had been spread before the party. 

" I own myself disappointed," said Hope, ** in finding 
among our neighbours sp little disposition to help each other. 
I hardly understand it, trusting as I have ever done in the 
generosity of the poor, and having always before seen my 
mith justified. The apathy of some, and the selfish terrors of 
others, are worse to witness than the disease itself." 

** How can you wonder," said Dr. Levitt, '* when they have 
such an example before their eyes in certain of their neigh- 
bours, to whom they are accustomed to look up ? Sir Wil- 
Jiam Hunter and his lady are enough to paralyse the morals 
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'of the whole parish at a time like this. — ^Do not you know the 
■plan they go upon ? They keep their outer gates locked, lest 
any one from the village should set foot within their grounds ; 
every article left at the lodge for the use of the femily is 
fumigated before it is admitted into the house : and it is gene- 
rally understood that neither the gentleman nor the lady will 
leave the estate, in any emergency whatever, till the disease 
has entirely passed away. Our poor are not to have the so- 
lace of their presence even in church, during this time of pe- 
ril, when the fece oT the prosperous is like light in a dark place. 
Sir William makes it no secret that they would have left home 
altogether,^ if , they could have hoped to be safer anywhere else, 
— ^if they could have gone anywhere without danger of meet- 
ing the fev6r." 

*• If the fact had not been,'* said Hester, ** as Mrs. Howell 
states it, that * the epidemic prevails partially everywhere.' " 

** There is a case where Lady Hunter's example immediate, 
ly operates," observed Dr. Levitt. •* If Lady Hunter had for- 
gotten herself in her duty, Mrs. Howell would have given the 
benefit of her good offices to some whom she might have 
served ; for she is really a kind-hearted woman : but she is 
struck with a panic because Lady Hunter is, and one cannot 
get a word with her or Miss Miskin." 

" I saw that her shutters were nearly closed," observed 
Margaret. " I supposed she had lost some relation." 

"No: she is only trying to shut out the fever. She and 
Miss Miskin are afraid of the milkman, and each tries to put 
upon the other the peril of serving a customer. Thir panic 
will destroy us if it spreads." 

The sisters looked at each other, and in one glance ex- 
changed agreement that the time was fully come for them to 
act abroad, let what would become of their home comforts. 

"I ought to add, however," said Dr Levitt, "that Sir Wil- 
liam Hunter has supplied my poor's purse with money very 
liberally. I spend his money as freely as my own at a time 
like this : but I tell him that one hour of his^ presence among 
us would do more good than all the gold he can send. His 
answer comes in the shape of a handsome draft on his banker, 
smelling strongly of aromatic vinegar. They fumigate even 
their blotting-paper, it seems to me.« — I did hope my last letter 
would have brought him to call." 

"Our friends are very ready with their money," said Hope. 
** I should have begged of you before this, but that Mr. Grey 
has been liberal in that way. He concludes it to be impossi- 
ble that he should look himself into the wants of the village ; 
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Init he permits me to use his purse pretty freely. — Is there aiiy# 
thing that you can suggest that can he done by me, Dr. 
Levitt ? Is there any case unknown to me where I can be 
of service ?" 

"Or I ?" said Margaret. " My brother and sister will 
•pare me, and put up with some hardship at home, I know, if 
you can point out any place where I can be more useful.'' 

*' To be sure I can. Much as I like to come to your 
house, to witness and feel the thorough comfort which I al- 
ways find in it, I own i shall care little to see everything 9i 
sixes and sevens here for a few weeks, if you will give me 
your time and talents for such services as we gentlemen can- 
not perform, and as we cannot at present hire persons to un- 
dertake. You see I take you at your word, my dear young 
lady. If you had not offered, I should not have asked you; 
as you have, I snatch at the good you hold out. I mean to 
preach a very plain sermon next Sunday on the duties of neigh- 
bours in a season of distress like this z and I shall do it with the 
better hope, if I have, meanwhile, a fellow-labourer of your sex, 
90 less valuable in her way than my friend Hope in his." 

<< I shall come and hear your sermon^" said Hester, ^if 
Afargaret will take chai^ of my boy for tli-c hour. I want to 
see clearly what is my duty at a time when claims conflict as 
they do now." 

There was at present no time for the conscientious and 
charitable to lose in daylight loiterings over the table, or 
chat by the fireside. In a few minutes, the table was cleared, 
and Margaret ready to proceed with Dr. Levitt to the Platti^* 
cottage. 

As soon as Margaret saw what was the real state of affidrs 
in the cottage, she sent away Dr. Levitt, who could be of no 
use till some degree of decency was instituted in the misera- 
ble abode. What to set about first was Margaret's difiicul^. 
There was no one to help her but Mrs. Piatt's mother, who 
was sitting down to wait the result of the fortune-teller's pie- 
dictions. Her daughter lay moaning on a bedstead spread 
with shavings only, and she had no covering whatever but a 
blanket worn into a large hole in the middle. Th6 poor wo- 
man's long hair, unconfined by any cap, strayed about her 
bare and emaciated shoulders, and her shrunken hands picked 
at the blanket incessantly, everytlung appearing to her diseas- 
ed vision covered with black spots. Never before had so 
•qualid an object met Margaret's eyes. The husband sat by 
the empty grate, stooping and shrinking, and looking at the 
floor with an idiotic expression of countenance, as appeared 
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through the handkerchief which was tied over his head. He 
was just sinking into the fever. His boy lay on a heap of 
rags in the corner, his head also tied up, but the handkerchief 
stiff with the black blood which was still oozing from his nose, 
ears, and mouth. It was inconceivable to Margaret that her 
brother, with Mr. Grey's money in his pocket, could have left 
the family in this state. He had not. There were cinders in 
the hearth which shewed that there had been a fire ; and the 
old woman acknowledged that a pair of sheets and a rug had 
been pawned to the fortune-teller in the lane since the morning. 
There had been food ; but nobody had any appetite but her- 
self, and she had eaten it up. The fortune-teller had charmed 
the pail of fresh water that stood under the bed, and had 
promised a new spell in the morning. 

In a case of such extremity, Margaret had no fears. She 
set forth alone for the fortune-teller's, not far off, and redeem- 
ed the sheets and blanket, which were quite clean. As she 
went, she was sorry she had dismissed Dr. Levitt so soon. As 
a magistrate, he could have immediately compelled the restor. 
ation of the bedding. The use of his name, however, answer- 
ed the purpose, and the conjuror even oflGered to carry the arti. 
cles for her to Piatt's house. She so earnestly desired to 
keep him and her charge apart, that she preferred loading her- 
self with the package. Then the shavings were found to be in 
such a state that every shred of them must be removed before 
the sick man could be allowed to lie down. No time was to 
be lost. In the face of the old woman's protestations that her 
daughter should not stir, Margaret spread the bedding on the 
floor, wrapped the sick woman in a sheet, and laid her upk>n it, 
finding the poor creature so li^ht from emaciation that she 
was as easy to lift as a child. — The only thing that the old 
woman would consent to do, was to go with a pencil note to 
Mr. Grey, and bring back the clean dry straw which would be 
given her in his yard. She went, in hopes of receiving some, 
thing else with the straw ; and while she was gone, Mar^ret 
was quite alone with the sick family. 

Struggling to surmount her disgust at the task, she resolved 
to employ the interval in removing the shavings. The pail 
containing the charmed water wa.s the only thing in the cot- 
tage which would hold them : and she made bold to empty it 
in the ditch close at hand. Piatt was capable of watching all 
she did ; and he made a frightful gesture of rage at her as she 
re-entered. She saw in the shadow of the handkerchief his 
quivorinjDT lips move in the act of speaking, and her ear 
caught the words of an oath. Her situation now was far 

s* 
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firDm pleasant ; but it was still a relief that no one was by to 
witness what she saw and was doing. She conveyed pailful 
after pailful of the noisome shavings to the dunghill at the 
iiack of the cottage, wondering the while that the inhabitants 
of the dwelling were not all dead of the fever long ago. She 
almost gave over her task when a huge toad crawled upon her 
fi>ot from its rcsting.place among the shavings. She shrunk 
from ity and was glad to see it make for the door of its own ae- 
cord. Piatt again growled, uid clenched his fist at her. He 
l>robably thought that she nad again broken a charm for 
which he had paid money. She spoke kindly and cheerful- 
ly* again and again; but he was either deaf or too ill to under- 
stand To rdi^ve the sense of dreariness, she went to work 
again. She thoh>«ighly cleansed the pail, and filled it afre^ 
from the brook* looking anxiously down the lane for the ap- 
|>roach of some human creature, and then applied herself to rub- 
bing the bedstead as dry and clean as she could, with an apron 
oi the old woman's. 

In due time her messenger returned ; and with her Ben, 
carrying a truss of straw. His face was the face of a friend 

** We must have some warm water, Ben, to clean these 
poor creatures ; and here seems to be nothing, to noake a fire 
with." 

^' And it would take a long time, Miss, to get the coals, and 
light the fire, and heat the water ; and the poor soul lying 
there all the time. Could not I bring you a pail of hot water 
from the Bonnet^o-Blue quicker than that 1" 

** Do ; and soap and towels from home." 

Ben was gone with the pail. During the whole time of 
«lpreading the straw on the bedstead,, the old woman remon- 
strated against anything being done to her daughter, beyond 
laying her where she was before, and giving her a little warm 
spirits ; but when she discovered that the charmed water had 
been thrown out into the ditch, all to her seemed over. Her 
wt hope was gone ; and she sat down in sulky silence, eyeii^ 
M^aret's proceedings without any offer to help. 

When the warm water arrived, afid the sick woman seemed 
^ ,f ^^® sponging and drying of her fevered limbs, the me- 
iher began to relent, and at last approached to give her assist- 
ance, hoWing her poor daughter in her arms while Margaret 
spread the blanket and sheet on the straw, and then lifting the 
patient into the now clean bed. She was still unwilling to 
waste any tune end trouble on the child in the corner ; but 
«!♦ ^?.t 1 ^2® peremptory. She saw that he was dying : but 
not the leas for this must he be made as comfortable ^ cir- 
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tmmstances would permit. la half an hour he too was laid on 
his bed of clean straw ; and the filthy rags with which he had 
been surrounded were deposited out of doors till some one 
who wo|ild wash them could come for them. By a promise 
c^ fire and food, Margaret bribed the old woman to let things 
remain as they were while she went for her brother, whose 
skill and care she hoped might now have some chance of sav- 
ing his patients. She recommelided that Piatt himself should 
not attempt to sit up any longer, and engaged to return in 
half an hour. 

She paused on the threshold a minute, to iiee bow far Piatt 
was able to walk ; so great seemed to be the difficulty with 
which he raised himself from his chair, with the old woman's 
assistance. Once he stumbled, and would have fallen, if Mar- 
garet had not sprung to his side. On recovering himself, he 
wrenched his arm from her, and pushed her backwards with 
more force than she had supposed he possessed. There was 
a half-smile on the old woman's face as he did this, which 
tnade Margaret shudder ; but she was more troubled by a 
look from the man, which she caught from beneath the hand- 
kerchief that^bound his head ;•— a look which she could not 
■1>ut fancy she had met before with the same feeling of un- 
easiness. 

When she had seen him safely seated on the bed-side, she 
hastened away for her brother. They, lost no more time in 
ireturning than just to step to widow Rye's, to ask whether 
she would sit up with this miserable family this night. The 
widow would have done anything dse in the world for Mr. 
Hope ; and she did not positively refuse to do this ; but the 
fears of her neighbours had so infected her, and her terror of 
« sick-room was so extreme, that it was evident her presence 
•there would do more harm than good. She was glad to com- 
|)ound for a less hazardous service, and agreed to wash for 
^e sick with till diligence* if she was not required to enter the 
houses, but might fetch the linen from tubs of water placed 
outside the doors.. Afler setting on plenty of water to heat, 
she now followed Hope anj^ Margaret to the cottage in the 
lane. 

It was nearly dark, and they walked rapidly, Margaret des- 
cribing as they went what she had done, and what she thought 
remained to be done, to give Mrs. Piatt a chance of re- 
covery. 

. *• What now? Why. did you start so T" cried Hope, as she 
stopped short in the middle of a sentence. 

Margaret even stood still for one moment. Hope looked 
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the way she was looking, and saw, in the little twilight that 
rcniained, the figure of bome one who had been walking on the 
opposite sid J of the road, but whose walk was now quickened 
fo a run. 

•* It is — It is he," said Hope, as Philip disappeared in the 
darkness. Answering to what he knew must be in Marga- 
ret's thoughts, he continued, 

<* He knows the state the village is in,-^he danger that we 
are all in, and he cannot stay away." 

«'Wer *Aiir" 

** When I say ♦ we,' I mean you particularly." 

•* If you think so — : " murmured Margaret, and stopped 

for breath. 

** I think so ; but it does not follow that there is any changCt 
He has always lovec} you. Margaret, do not deceive yourself. 
Do not afflict yourself with expectations " 

•• Do not speak to me, brother. I cannot bear a ward from 
you about him." 

Hop6 sighed deeply, but he could not remonstrate. He 
knew that Margaret had only too much reason for saying this. 
They walked on in entire silence to the. lane. 

A fire was now kindled, and a light dimly burned in Piatt's 
cottage. As Margaret stood by the bedside, watching her 
brother's examination of his patient, and anxious to under- 
stand rightly the directions he was giving, the poor woman 
half raised her head from her pillow, and fixed her dull eyes 
on Margaret's face, saying, as if thinking aloud, 

** The lady has heard some good news, sure. She looks 
cheerful-like." 

The mother herself turned round to stare, and, for the first 
time, dropped a curtsey. 

" I hope we shall see you look cheerful too, one day soon, 
if we nurse you well," said Margaret. 

** Then, Miss, don't let them move me, to take the blankets 
away again." 

♦* You shall not be moved unless you wish it. I am going 
to stay with you to-night." 

Her brother did not oppose this, for he did not know of the 
unpleasant glances and mntterings with Which Piatt rewarded 
all Margaret's good offices. Hope believed he should 
himself be out all night among his patients. He would 
come early in the morning, and now fairly warned Margaret 
that it was very passible that the child .might die in the course 
of the night. She was not deterred by this, nor by her dread of 
the eick man. She had gained a new strength of soul, and 
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this ni^t she feared nothing. During the long iiours there 
was much to do, — three sufferers at once requiring her cares ; 
and amidst all that she did^ she was sustained by the thought 
that she had seen Philip, and that he was near. The abyss 
of nothingness was passed, and she now trod the ground of 
certainty of his e^cistence, and of his remembrance. When 
Jier brother entered, letting in the "first grey of the mornins 
as he opened the cottage door, he found her almost untire^ 
almost gay. Piatt was worse, his wife much the same, and 
the child still living. The old woman's heart was so far touch- 
^ with the unwonted comfort of the past night, and with her 
haying been allowed and even encouraged, to iB^e her rest, 
that she now ofiered her bundle of clothes for the lady to lie 
down upon ; and when thai favour was declined, readily pro- 
dnised not to part with any article to the fortune-teller, till she 
should see some of Mr. Hope's family again. 

Hope thought Mrs. Piatt might possibly get through; and 

this was all that was said on the way home. Margaret lay 

down to rest, to sweet sleep, for a couple of hours : and when 

she appeared below, her brother and sister had half done 

breakfast, and Mr. Grey and his twin daughters were with 

i^em. 

Mr. Grey came to say that he and all his family were to 
leave Deerbrook in two hours. Where they should settle for 
the present, they had not yet made up their minds. The first oh. 
ject was to get away, the epidemic being now really too fright- 
fiil to be encountered any longer. They should proceed im- 
jnediately to Brighton, and there determine whether to go to 
the Continent, or seek some healthy place nearer home, to 
stay in, till Deerbrook should again be habitable. They were 
^extremely anxious to cariy Hester, Margaret; and the baby 
with them. They knew Mr. Hope could not desert his post : 
but they thought he would feel as Dr. Levitt did, far happier 
to know that his family were out of danger, than to have them 
with him. Hester had firmly refused to- go, from the first 
mention of the .plan ; and now Margaret was equaKy decided 
;m expressing her determination to stay. Mr. Grey urged 
the extreme danger : Fanny and Mary hung about her, and 
.implored her to go, and to carry the baby with her. They 
should so like to have the baby with them for a great many 
weeks ! and they would take care of him, and play with him 
:«ll day long. Their father once more interposed for the 
.child's sake. Hester might go to Brighton, there wean her 
infant, and return to her husband ; so that the little helpless 
creature might ^t least be safe. Mr. Grey would not conceal 
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that he considered this a positive duty, — ^ihat the parents would 
have much to answer for, if anything should happen to the 
hoy at hopne. The parents' hearts swelled. They looked at 
each other, and felt that this was not a moment in which to 
perplex themselves with calculations of incalculable things, — 
with comparisons of the dangers which threatened their infent 
abroad and at home. This was a decision for their hearts to 
make. Their hearts decided that their child's right place was 
in his parents' arms ; and that their best hope now, as at all 
other times, was to live and die together. 

Hester had heard from her husband of the apparition of the 
preceding evening, and she therefore knew that there was 
less of * enthusiasm,' as Mr. Grey called what some others 
would have named virtue, in Margaret's determination to stay, 
than might appear. }f Philip was here, how vain must b^ all 
attempts to remove her ! Mr. Grey might as well set about per. 
suading the old church tower to go ^ith him : and so he found. 

" O, cousin Margaret," said Mary, in a whisper^ with a 
face of much sorrow, "Mama will not ask Miss Young to go 
with us ! If she should be ill while we are gone ! If she 
should die !" 

** Nonsense, Mary," 6ried Fanny, partly overhearing, and 
partly guessing what her sister had said : " you know mama 
says it is not convenient : and Miss Young is not like my 
cousins, as mama says, a member of a family, with people de« 
pending upon her. It is quite a different case,' Mar}', as you 
must know very well. — Only think, cousin Margaret ! what an 
odd thing it will be, to be so many weeks without saying any 
lessons ! How we shaU enjoy ourselves !" 

*• But if Miss Young should be ill, and die !'* persisted 
Mary. 

" Pooh ! why should she be ill and die, more than Dr. Le- 
vitt, and Ben, and our cook, and my cousins, and all that are 
going to stay behind ?^— Margaret, I do wish cousin Hester 
would let us carry, the baby with us. We shall have no les- 
aons to do, you know ^ and we could play with him all day 
long." 

*« Yes, I wish he might go," said Mary. ** But Margaret, 
do not you think, if you spoke a word to papa and mama, 
they would let me stay with Miss Young ? 1 know she would 
make room for me ; for she did for Phoebe, when Phoebe 
nursed her ; and I should like to stay and help her^ and read 
to her, even if she should not be ill. I think papa and mama 
might let me stay, if you asked them." 

** I do not think they would, Mary : and I had rather not 
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ask them. But I promise you that we will all take the hest 
care we can of Maria. We will try to help and amuse her as 
well as you could wish." 

*• Come, Mary, we must go," cried Fanny. " There is 
papa giving Mr. Hope some money for the poor ; people al- 
ways go away quick after giving money. Good-bye, cousin 
Margaret. We shall bring you some shells, or something, I 
dare^ say, when we come back. — Now let me kiss the baby 
once more. I can't think why you won't let him ^o with us ; 
we should like so to have him !" 

"So do we," said flester, laugliing. 

As the door closed behind the Greys, the three looked in 
each other's faces. That glance assured each that they 
had done, right. In that glance was a mutual promise of 
cheerful fidelity through whatever might be impending. There 
was no sadness in the tone of their conversation : and when, 
within two hours, the Greys went by, driven slowly because 
there was a funeral train on each side of the way, there was 
full as much happiness in the faces that smiled a farewell 
from the windows, as in the gestures of the young people who 
started up in the carriage to kiss their hands, and who were 
being borne away from the abode of danger and death, to 
spend several weeks. without doing any lessons. Often, during 
this day, was the voice of mirth even heard in this dwelling. 
It was not like the mirth of the well-known company of prisi 
oners in the first French revolution, — ^men who knew that 
they should leave their prison only to lose their heads, and 
who, once mutually acknowledging this, agreed vainly, and pu- 
sillanimously to banish from that hour all sad, all grave 
thoughts, and laugh till they died. It was not this mirth of 
despair ; nor yet that of cJarelessness ; nor yet that of defi. 
ance. Nor were theirs the spirits of the patriot in the hour of 
struggle, nor of the hero in the crisis of danger. In a peril 
like theirs, there is nothing imposing to the imagination, or 
flattering to the pride, or immediately appealing to the ener- 
gies of the soul. There were no resources for them, in emo. 
tions of valour or patriotism. Theirs was the gaiety of sim- 
ple faith and innocence. They had acted from pure inclina- 
tion, from afiection unconscious of pride, of difiiculty, of merit ; 
and they were satisfied, and gay as the innocent ought to be, 
enjoying what there was to enjoy, and questioning and fearing 
nothing beyond. 

From a distant point of time or place, such a state of spir- 
its in the midst of a pestilence may appear unnatural and 
wrong 5 but experience proves that it is neither. Whatever 
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observers maj think, it is natural and it is right that roindi 
strong enough to be settled, either in a good or evil frame, 
should preserve their usual character amidst any changes of 
circumstance. ^To those involved in new events/ they appear 
less strange than in prospect or review. Habitual thoughts 
are present, fanriliarizing wonderful incidents ; and the fears of 
the selfish, the. repose of the religious^ the speculations of the 
thoughtful, and the gaiety of the innocent, pervade the life ct 
each, let what will be happening. 

Yet to the prevailing mood the ciccumstanees of the time 
will interpose an occasional checks This very evening, when 
Margaret was absent at the cottage in the lane, and Hope, 
wearied with his toils aniong the sick all the night and all this 
day, was apparently sleeping fof an hour on the sofa, Hester's 
heart grew heavy, as she lulled her infant to rest by the fire. 
As she thought on what was passing in the houses of her 
neighbours, death seemed to close around the little being she 
held in her arms; As she gazed in his face, watching th^ 
slumber stealing on, she murmured over him-^^ 

" O my child, my child ! if I should lose you, what shoM 
I dot" 

" Hester ! my love !" said her husband, in a tone of tender 
remonstrance, ** what do you mean ?" 

" I did not think you would hear me, tove : but I ihank 
you. What did I mean ? Not exactly what I said ; for, God 
knows, I would strive to part willingly with whatever he might 
see fit to take away. Bat, O Edward ! what a struggle it 
would be ! and how near it comes to us ! How many mothers 
are now parting from their children !" 

" God's will be done !" cried Hope, starting up, and stand* 
ing over his babe. 

" Are you sure, Edward,— may we feel quite certain that 
we have done rightly by our boy in keeping him here ?** 

** I am satisfied, my love." 

•* Then I ain prepared. How still he is now f How like 
death it looks !" 

•* What, that warm, breathing sleep ? No more like death 
than his laugh is like sin." 

And Hope lodged about him for pencil and paper, and hasA* 
ly sketched his boy in all the beauty of repose, before he weat 
forth again among the sick and wretched* It was very like ; 
and Hester placed it before her as she plied her needle, aB 
that long solitary evening* 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

CHXTBCH-GOING. 

Hester went to church the next Sunday, as she wished, to 
hear Dr. Levitt's promised plain sermon on the duties of the 
times. Margaret gladly stayed at home with the baby, thank* 
ful for the relief from the sight of sickness, and for the quiet 
of solitude while the infant slept. Edward was busy among 
those who wanted his good offices, as he now was, almost 
without intermission. Hester had to go alone. 

Every thing abroad looked' very strange, — quite unlike the 
common Sunday aspect of the place. The streets were empty^ 
except that a party of mourners were returning from a funeral. 
Either people were already all in church, or nobody was going. 
She quickened her pace in the fear that she might be late, 
though the bell seemed to assure her that she was not. Wi- 
dow Rye's little garden-plot was all covered with linen put out 
to dry, and Mrs. Rye might be seen through the window, at 
the wash-tub. The want of fresh linen was so pressing, that 
the sick must not be kept waiting, though it was Sunday. Miss 
Nares and Miss Flint were in curl-papers, plying their needles. 
They had been up all night, and were now putting the last 
stitches to a suit of family mourning, which was to enable the 
bereaved to attend afternoon church. Miss Nares looked 
quite haggard, as she well might, having scarcely left her seat 
for the last fortnight, except to take orders for mourning, and 
to snatch a scanty portion of rest. She had endeavoured to 
procure an additional workwoman or two from among her 
neighbours, and then from Blickley : but her neighbours were 
busy with their domestic troubles, and the Blickley people 
wanted more mourning than the hands there could supply ; so 
Miss Nares and Miss Flint had been compelled to work night 
and day, till they both looked as if they had had the sickness, 
and were justified in saying that no money could pay them for 
what they were undergoing. They began earnestly to wish 
what they had till now deprecated — that Dr. Levitt might 
succeed in inducing some of bis flock to forego the practice of 
wearing mourning. But of this there was little prospect ; the 
people were as determined upon wearing black, as upon hay. 
mg the bell tolled for the dead : and Miss Nares's heart sank 
at the prospect before her, if the epidemic should continue, 
and she should be Sble to get no help. 

Almost every second house in the place waa 8Kvj^.>x^* '^r«» 

T 
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blank windows of the cottages, where plants or smiling fitces 
were usually to be seen on a Sunday morning, looked dreary. 
The inhabitants of many of the better dwellings were absent. 
There were no voices of children about the little courts ; no 
groups of boys under the churchyard wall. Of those who had 
nequented this spot, several were under the sod ; some were 
laid low in fever within the houses ; and others were with their 
parents, forming a larger congregation round the fcrtune-tel- 
lers' tents in the lanes, than Dr. Levitt could assemble in the 
church. 

Hester heard the strokes of the hammer and the saw as she 
passed the closed shop of the carpenter, who was also the un« 
dertaker. She knew that people were making cofEns by can- 
Ae-light within. Happening to look round afler she had 
passed, she saw a woman come out, wan in countenance, and 
carrying under her cloak something which a puff of wind 
showed to be an infant's coffin — a sight from which every 
young mother averts her eyes. As Hester approached a cot- 
tage whose thatch had not been weeded for long, she was 
itartled by a howl and whine from within ; and a dog, emaciat* 
ed to the last degree, sprang upon the sill of an open window. 
A neighbour who perceived her shrink back, and hesitate to 
pass, assured her that she need not be afraid of the dog. The 
poor animal would not leave the place, whose inmates were 
all dead of the fever. The window was left open for the dog*« 
escape, but he never came out, though he looked famished. 
Some persons had thrown in food at first ; but now no one 
had time or thought to spare for dogs. 

Mr. Walcot issued from a house near the church as Hester 
passed ; and he stopped her. He was roused or frightened 
out of his usual simplicity of manner, and observed, with an 
air of deep anxiety, that he trusted Mr. Hope had better suc- 
cess with his patients than he could boast of The disease 
was most terrific ; and the saving of a life was a chance now 
seemingly too rare lo be reckoned on. It really required 
more strength than most men had, to stand by their duty at 
such a time, when they could do little more than see their 
patients die. Hester thought him so much moved, that he was 
at this moment hardly fit for business. She said, 

" We all have need of all our strength. I do not know 
whether worship gives it to you as it does to mc Will it not 
be an hour, or even half an hour well spent, if you go with me 
there ?" pointing to the church. « You will say you are want- 
ed elsewhere ; but will you not be stronger and calmer for 
^be comfort you may find IheteT 
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'* I should like it • • • • I have always heen in the habit of 
going to church • • • • It would do me good, I know. BuC^ 
Sirs. Hope, how is this ? I thought you had been a dissenter* 
I always said so. I have been very wrong, — ^very ill-natur- 
ed." 

^< I am a dissenter," said Hester, smiling ; *' but you are 
not ; and therefore I may urge you to go to church. As for 
the rest of the mystery, I will explain it when we have more 
time. Meanwhile, I hope you do not suppose that dissenters 
do not worsiiip, and need and love worship as other people 
do ?" 

Mr. Walcot replied by.timidly offering his arm, which Hes- 
ter accepted, and they entered the church together. 

The Rowlands were already in their pew. There was a 

fenend commotion among the children when they saw Mrs. 
[ope and Mr. Walcot walking up the aisle arm-in-arm* 
Matilda called her mother's attention to the remarkable fact, 
and the little heads all whispered together. The church 
looked really almost empty. There were no Hunters, with 
iheir train of servants : there were no Levitts. The Miss 
Anderipns had not entered Deerbrook for weeks ; and Maria 
Young sat alone in ike large double pew commonly occupied 
by their scholars. There was a sprinkling of poor ; but Hes- 
ter observed that every one in the church was in mourning 
but Maria and herself. It looked sadly chill and dreary. The 
sights and sounds she had met, and the aspect of the place 
she was in, disposed her to welcome every thought of comfort 
that the voice of the preacher could convey. 
. There were others to whom consolation appeared even 
more necessary than to herself. PhUip Enderby had certain- 
ly seen her, and was distressed at it. He could not have ex- 
pected to meet her here ; and his discomposure was obvious. 
He looked thin, and grave, — not to say suodued. Hester was 
surprised to find how she relented towards him the moment 
she saw he was not gay and careless, and how her feelings 
grew softer and softer under the religious emotions of the 
bour. She was so near forgiving him, that she was very glad 
Margaret was not by her side. If she could forgive, how would 
it be with Margaret 1 

The next most melancholy person present, perhaps, waii 
Mr. Walcot He knew that the whole family of the Row- 
lands remained in Deerbrook from Mrs. Rowland's ostentation 
of confidence in his skill. He knew that Mr. Rowland would 
have removed his family when the Greys departed, but that 
the lady had refused to go ; and he felt how groundle^ ^^a 
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her confidence : not that he had pretended to more profes- 
sional merit than he had believed himself to possess, but that, 
amidst this disease, he was like a willow-twig in the stream. 
He became so impressed with his responsibilities now, in the 
presence of the small and sad. faced congregation, that he could 
not refrain from whispering to Hester, that he could never be 
thankful enough that Mr. Hope had not left Deerbrook long 
ago, and that he hoped they should be friends henceforth, — 
that Mr, Hope would take his proper place again, and forgive 
and forget all that had passed. He thought he might trust 
Mr. Hope not to desert him and Deerbrook now. Hester 
smiled gently, but made no reply, and did not appear to notice 
the proffered hand. It was no time and place to ratify a com- 
pact for her husband in his absence. All this time, Mr. Wal- 
cot's countenance and manner were sufficiently subdued : bat 
his agitation increased when the solemn voico of Dr. Levitt 
uttered the prayer — 

" Have pity upon us, miserable sinners, who now are visited 
With great sickness and mortality. ** 

Here the voice of weeping became so audible from the lower 

/^part of the church, that the preacher stopped for a moiiknt, to 

\ give other people, and possibly himself, time to recover com- 
posure. He then went on, 

'* That, like as thou didst then accept of an atonement, and 
didst command the destroying angel to cease from punishing, 
«o it may now please thee lo withdraw from us this plague 

: and grievous sickness ; through Jesus Christ our Lord,'*^ 
Every voice in the church uttered *Amen,* except Mr. 
Walcot's. He was struggling with his sobs. Unexpected and 

; excessive as were the tokens of his grief, Hester could not bat 

; respect it. It was so much better than gross selfishness and 
carelessness, that she could pity and almost honour it. Ste 
felt that Mr. Walcot was as far superior to the quacks who 
were making a market of the credulity of the suffering people, 
as her husband, with his professional decision, his manly com- 
posure, and his forgetfulness of the injuries of his foes in their 
hour of sufiering, was above Mr. Walcot. The poor young 
man drank in, as if they were direct from heaven, the sug- 
gestions contained in the preacher's plain sermon on the du* 
ties of the time. Plain it was indeed, — ^familiarly practical to 
an unexampled degree ; so that most of his hearers quitted the 
church with a far clearer notion of their business as nurses 
and neighbours than they had ever before had. The effect 
was visible as they left their seats in the brightening of their 

countenances, and the increased activity of liieir step as thej 

walked. 
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*' There, go," said Hester^ kindly, to her companion* 
'* Many must be wanting you : but you have lost no time by 
coming here.^ 

" No. indeed. But Mr. Hope " 

^'R(4y upon him. He will do his duty. Gro and do 
yours." 

*' God bless you !" cried Walcot, squeezing her hand aSec- 
tionately. 

Mrs. Rowland saw this, as she always saw everything. 
She beckoned to Mr. Walcot, with her most engaging smile, 
and whispered him with an air of the most intimate confidence^ 
till she saw that her presence was wanted elsewhere, when 
she let him go. 

Mr. Rowland, followed by Philip, slipped out of his pew as 
Hester passed^ and walked down the aisle with her. He was 
glad to see her there ; he hoped it was a proof that all her 
household were well in this sickly time. Philip bent forward 
to hear the answer. Mr. Rowland went on to say how still 
and dull the village was. The shutters up, or the blinds down, 
at all the Greys' windows, looked quite sad ; and he never saw 
any of his frieods from the corner-house in the shrubbery 
now. Ttiey had too many painful duties, he feared, to allow 
of their permitting themselves such pleasures : but his friends 
must take care not to overstrain their powers. They and he 
muHt be very thankful that their respective households were 
thus far unvisited by the disease ; and they should all, in his 
opinion, favour their health by the indulgence of a little 
rational cheerfulness. Hester smiled, aware that never had 
their household been more cheerful than now. 

Whether it was that Hester's smile was irresistible, or that 
other influences were combined with it, it had an extraordinary 
effect upon Philip. He started forward in front of her, and 
offered his hand, saying, so as to be heard by her alone, 

** Will you not ? — I have no quarrel with you." 

'* And can you suppose," she replied, in a tone more of 
^x>mpassion than of anger, ** that 1 have none with you 1"-^ 
How strangely you must forget !" she added, as he preci- 
pitately withdrew his offered hand, and turned from her. 

** Forget ! I forget !" he murmured, turning his face of 
woe towards her for one instant. " How little you know me !" 

^ How little we all know each other !" said Hester, for the 
moment careless what construction might be put upon her 
words. 

** Even in this place,'' said Dr. Levitt, who had heard the 
last words : ** even in this place, where all hearts should be 
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open, and all resentments forgotten. Are there any here 
who refuse to shake hands, — at such a time as this V* 

^ It is not for myself," said Hester, distressed ; ** but how 
canir 

** It is true ; she cannot. Do not blame her. Dr. Levitt,'' 
•aid Philip ; and he was goue. 

It was this meeting which had cut short Mrs. Rowland^ 
whispers with Mr. Walcot, and brought her down the aisle in 
all her state! iness, with her train of children behind her. 

When Hester went home, she thought it right to tell Marga* 
let exactly what had happened. 

** I knew It," was all that Margaret said ; but her heightened 
colour during the day told what unspeakable flings were in 
her heart. 

Hester was occupied with speculations as to what might 
have been the event if Margaret had been to church instead 
of herself. Her husband would only shake his head, and look 
hopeless : but she still thought all might have come right 
under the influences of the hour. Whether it were to be 
wished that Philip and Margaret should understand each other 
again, was another question. Yesterday Hester would have 
earnestly desired that Margaret should never see Enderby 
again. To-day she did not know what to wish. She and 
Margaret came silently to the same conclusion ; — ** there is 
nothing for it but waiting." If he had heard this, Hope would 
have shaken his head again. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

W0BKIN6 BOtTNI). 

Sevehal days passed, and there was no direct news of 
Enderby. Maria never spoke of him, though many little 
intervals in Margaret's busy life occurred when the friends 
were together, and Maria might have taken occasion to say 
anything she wished It was clear that she chose to avoid 
the subject. Her talk was almost entirely nbout the sick, for 
whom she laboured as strenuously as her strength would per- 
mit. She could not go about among them, nor sit up with the 
•ufierers : but she cooked good things over her fire for them, 
Mil day long ; and she took to her home many children who 



were too young to be useful, and old enough to be troublesome 
in a sick house. Between her cooking, teaching and playing 
with the children, she was as fully occupied as her friends in 
the comer-house, and perhaps might not really know anything 
about Mr. Enderby. 

Each one of the family had caught gh'mpses of him at one 
time or another. There was reason to think that he was 
active among Mr. Walcot's poor patients; and Hope had 
encountered him more than once in the course of his rounds, 
when a few words on the business of the moment were ex- 
changed, and nothing nrare happened. Margaret saw him 
twice : once on horseback, when he turned suddenly down a 
lane to avoid her ; and at the Rowlands' dining-room window^ 
with Ned in his arms. She never now passed that house when 
she could help it: but this once it was necessary; and she 
was glad that Philip had certainly not seen her. His back 
was half-turned to the window at the moment, as if some one 
within was speaking to him. Each time, his image was so 
stamped in upon her mind, that, amidst all the trials of such 
near neighbourhood without intercourse, his presence in Deer- 
brook was, on the whole, certainly a luxury. She had gained 
something to compensate for all restlessness, in the three 
glimpses of him with which she had now been favoured. A 
thought sometimes occurred to her, of which she was so ashamed 
that she made every endeavour to banish it. She asked herself 
now and then, whether, if she had been able to sit at hx)me, or 
take her accustomed walks, she should not have beheld Philip 
oftener : — ^whether she was not sadly out of the way of seeing 
him at the cottage in the lane, and the other sordid places 
where her presence was necessary. Not for this occasional 
question did she stay away one moment longer than she would 
otherwise have done from the cottage in the lane ; but while 
she was there, it was apt to recur. 

There she sat one afternoon, somewhat weary, but not dream- 
ing of going home. There lay the three sick creatures still. 
The woman was likely to recover ; the boy lingered, and 
seemed waiting for his father to go with him. Piatt had sunk 
very rapidly, and this day had made a great change. Marga- 
ret had taken the moaning andrestlr.ss child on her lap, for 
the ease of change of posture ; and she was now shading from 
his eyes with her shawl, the last level rays of the sun which 
shone in upon her from the window. She was unwilling to 
change her seat, for it seemed as if the slightest movement 
would quench the lingering life of the child : and there was 
no one to draw the window-curtain, the old woman having 
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r) to buy food in the village, Mrs. Piatt slept almost all 
day and night through, and she was asleep now : so Mar. 
garet sat quite still, holding up her shawl before the pallid face 
which looked already dead* Notking broke the silence but 
the twitter of the young birds in the thatch, and the mutterings 
of the sick vian, whom Margaret imagined to be somewlutt 
disturbed by the unusual light that was in the room. It had 
not been the custom of the sun to shine into any houses of 
late ; and the place full of yellow light, did not look like itselL 
She knew that in a few minutes the sun would have set ; and 
she hoped that then poor Piatt would be stilL Meantime she 
appeared to take no notice, but sat with her eyes fixed on the 
boy's face, marking that each sigh was fainter than the last 
At length, a louder sound than she had yet heard from the 
sick man, made her look towards him ; and the instant throb of 
her heart seemed to be felt h^ the child, for be moved his head 
slightly. Piatt was trying to support himself upon his elbow, 
while in the other shaking hand, he held towards her her .tur« 
quoise ring. She remembered her charge, and did not spring 
to seize it ; but there was something in her countenance that 
strongly excited the sick man. He struggled to rise from his 
bed, and his face was fierce. Margaret spoke gently, — as calmly 
as she could, — ^told him she would come presently— «that there, 
was no hurry, — and urged him to lie down till she could put 
the child off her lap ; but her voice failed her, in spite of her* 
self-; for now, at last, she recognized in Piatt the tall woman* 
This was the look which had perplexed her more than once. 

** Patience ! a little further patience !'^ she said to herself 
as she saw the ring still trembling in the sick man's hand, and 
felt one more sigh from the little fellow on her lap. No more 
patience was needed. This, was the boy's last breath. His 
nead fell back, and the sunlight, which streamed in upon hia 
half-closed eyes, could now disturb them no more. Margaret 
gently closed them, and laid the body on its little bed in the 
comer, straightening and covering the limbs before she turned 
»way. 

She then gently approached the bed, and took her ring into 
a hand which trembled little less than the sick man's own. 
She spoke calmly, however.. She strove earnestly to leam 
something of the facts : she tried to understand the mutter- 
ings amidst which only a word here and there sounded like 
speech. She thought, from the earnestness with which Plati 
Seized and pressed her hand, that he vv as seeking pardon from 
her ; and she spoke as if it were so. It grew very distress* 
ii^ — the earntistness of the man, and the uncertainty whether 
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his mind was wandering or not. She wished the old woman 
would come back. She went to the door to look for her. 
The old woman was coming down the lane. Margaret put 
on the ring, and drew on her gloves, and determined to say 
nothing about it at present. 

** Mr. Piatt has been talking almost ever since you went,** 
said Margaret ; ** and I can make out nothing that he says. 
Do try if you can understand him. I am sure there is some- 
thing he wishes me to hear. There is no time to lose, I am 
i^fraid. Do try.** 

The woman coaxed him to lie down, and then turning 
round, said that she thought he wanted to know what o'clock it 
was. 

** Is that all ? Tell him that the sun is now setting. But 
if you have a watch, that will show more exactly. Are you 
sure you have no watch in the house ?" 
i The old woman looked suspiciously at her, and asked her 
what made her suppose that poor folks had watches, When 
some gentlefolks had none ? — Margaret inquired whether a 
watch was not a possession handed down from fether to son, 
and sometimes found in the poorest cottages. She believed 
she had seen such at Deerbrook. The old woman replied by 
saymg, she believed Margaret might have understood some 
few things among the many the poor sick creature had been 
saying. Not one, Margaret declared ; but it was so plain 
that she was not believed, that she had little doubt of Hester's 
watch having been harboured in this very house, if it was not 
there still. 

The poor boy, who had little care from his natural guardians 
while alive, from the hour (if his being doomed by the fortune- 
teller, was now loudly mourned as dead. Yet the mourning 
was strangely mixed with exultation at the fortune^tcAler hav- 
ing been right in the end. The mother suddenly awakened, 
groaned and screamed, so that it was fearful to hear her. 
All efibrts to restore quiet were vain. Margaret was moved, 
shocked, terrified. She could not keep her own calmness in 
such ti scene of confusion : but, while her cheeks were covered 
with tears, while her voice trembled as she implored silence, 
she never took off her glove. In the midst of the tumult, 
Piatt sank back and died. The renewed cries had the effect 
of bringing some neighbours from the end of the lane. While 
they were there, Margaret could be of no further use. She 
promised to send coffins immediately, — ^that stage of pestilence 
being now reached when coffins wer^ the first considefation,-^ 
And then slipped out from the door into the darkness, and ran 
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till she bad turned the coraer of the long lane. She usually 
considered herself safe abroad^ even in times like these, as she 
carried no property of value about her : but now that she ww 
wearing her precious ring again, she felt too rich to be walking 
alone in the daric* 

She did not slacken her pace till she approached lights and 
people ; and then she was fflad to stop for breath. She could 
not resist going first to Maria, to show her the recovered 
treasure ; and this caused her to direct her steps through the 
church-yard. It was there that she came in view of lights and 
people; and under the limes it was that she stopped for 
Dreath. The church-yard was now the most frequented spot 
in the village. The path by the turnstile was indeed grown 
over with grass : but the great gate was almost always open, 
and the ground near it was trodden bare with the feet of many 
mourners. Funeral trains, — trains which daily grew shorter, 
till each coffin was now followed only by two or by three, — 
were passing in from early morn, at intervals, till sunset, and 
DOW might be often seen by torch-light, far into the night 
The villager passing the church-yard wall might hear, in the 
night air, the deep voice of the clergyman announcing the 
fitreweU to some brother or sister, committing <* ashes to ashes, 
and dust to dust." There was no disturbance now, from boys 
leaping over the graves, or from little children eager to renew 
their noisy play. Such of the young villagers as remained 
above ground appeared to be silenced and subdued by the pri* 
vation, the dreariness, the neglect, of these awful days : they 
looked on from afar, or avoided the spot. Instead of such, the 
observer of the two funerals which were now in the church-^ 
yard, was a person quite at the other extremity of life. Mar* 

rit saw the man of a hundred years, Jem Bird, the pride of 
village in his way^ seated on ihe bench under the 
^reading tree, which was youthful in comparison with himself. 
He was listlessly watching the black figures which moved 
about in the light of a solitary torch, by an open grave^ wliile 
waiting for the clergyman who was engaged with the groi^ 
beyond. 

** You are late abroad, Mr. Bird," said Margaret ** I 
should not have looked for you here so far on in the even* 

•* What's your will ?" said the old man. 

^ Grandfather won^t go home ever till they have done 
here," said a great-grandchild of the old man, running up from 
his amusement of hooting to the owls in the church tower. 
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* TheyMl soon have done wfth Aes^ twd^, and then srand. 
fiither and I shall go home. Won't we, granny?" 

" Does it not make you sad to . see so many funerals ?" 
said Margaret, sitting down on'the bench beside him. 

" Had jrou not better stay at home than see so many that 
you knew laid in the gound ?" 

** Ay.'* 

•* Does he never understand ?" she asked aside of the boy. 
** Does he never answer but in this way 1" 

'< O ! he talks fast enough sometimes. It is just as you hap- 
pen to take him." 

Margaret was curious to know what were the meditations 
among the tombs of one so aged as this man : so she spoke 
again. 

" I have heard that you knew this place before anybody liv- 
fed in it : and now you seem likely to see it empty again." 

** It was a wild place enough in my young time," said Jem, 
speaking now very fluently. " There was nothing of it but the 
church ; and that was never used, because it had had its roof 
pulled oflT in.the wars. There was only a footpath to it through 
the fields then, and few people went nigh it,— except a few 
gentry that came a-pleasuring here, into the woods. The 
owls and I knew it as well then as we do to-day, and nobody 
else that is now living. The owls and I." 

And the old man laughed the chuckling laugh which was 
all he had strength for. 

*• The woods !" said Margaret. •* Did the Verdon woods 
spread as far as this church in those days ? And were they 
not private property then 1" -. 

*^ It was all forest hereabouts, except a clear space round 
the church tower. It might be thin sprinkled, but it was called 
forest. The place where I was born had thorns all about it ; 
and when I could scarce walk alone, I used to scramble 
among the blossoms that made the ground white ' all under 
those thorns. The biVds that lived by the haws in winter 
were prodigious. That cottage stood, as near as I can tell, 
where Grey and Rowland's great granary is now. There 
used to be much swine in the woods then ; and many's the 
time they have thrown me down when I was a young thing 
getting acorns. That was about the time of my hearing the 
first music I ever heard, — unless you call the singing of the 
birds music (we had plenty of that,) and the bells on the 
breeze from a distance, when the wind was south. The first 
music (so to call it) that I heard was from ^ bVVsA ^^^<^t. "^^sax 
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crnic to r.-v What brought him I don't know, — ^whether he 
lost his way, qt what : but he lost his way after he 
left us. His dog seems to have been in fault : but he 
got into the middle of the wood, and there he lay 
drowned, with one foot upon the bank, when I went to 
see what the barking of the dog could be about. He clutch- 
ed his fiddle in drowning ; and I remember, I tried to get the 
music out of it as it lay wet and broken on the bank, while father 
was saying the poor soul must have been imder the water now 
two days. So I have reason to remember the first music I 
heard." 

**You have got him talking now,^ said the grandchild, 
running off; and presently the owls were heard hooting 
again. 

" Whereabouts was this pool f asked Margaret. 

'^ It is a deep part of the brook, that in hot summers is left 
a pond. It is there that the chief of the sliding goes on in 
wmter now, in the meadow. It is meadow now ; but then 
the deer used to come down through the wood to drink at the 
brook there.. That is how the village got its name." 

** So you remember the time when the deer came down to 
drink at the brook ! How many things have happened since 
then I You have heard a great deal of music since those days." 

" Ay, there has been a good deal of fiddling at our wed- 
dings since that. And we have had recruiting parties through 
in war times." 

" And many a mother singing to her baby ; and the psalm 
in the church for so many years ! Yes, the place has been full 
of music for long ; but it seems likely to be silent enough 
now." 

^* I began to think I should be left the last, as I was the 
first," said the old man : « but they say the sickness is abating 
now, and that several are beginning to recover. Pray God it 
may be so ! First, after the wood was somewhat cleared, there 
was a labourer's cottage or two^ — now standing empty, and 
the folk that lived in them lying yonder. Then there was the 
farm-house ; and then a carpenter came, and a wheeler. 
Then there was a shop wanted ; and the church was roofed 
in and used : and some gentry came and sat down by the river 
side, and the place grew to what it is. They say now, it is 
not near its end yet 2 but it is strange to me to see the church- 
yard the fullest place near, so that I have to come here for 
company." 

And the old man chuckled again. As she rose to go. Mar- 
garet asked whether he knew the Plaits^ who lived in tiie cot- 
tage in the lane. 
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. ** rknow him to see to. Is he down ?" 

<* He is dead, and his child : hut his wife is recovering." 

**^Ay, there's many recovering now^ they say." 

"Indeed! who?" 

^* Why, a many. But the fever has got into Rowland's 
house, they say." Margaret's heart turned sick at hearing 
these words, and she 'liastily pursued her way. It was not 
Fhilip, however, who wa^ seized. He was in the church-yard 
at this moment. She saw him walking qiuckly along the 
turnstile path, slackening his pace only for a nK>ment, as he 
passed the funeral group. The light from the torch shone 
full upon his face, — ^the face settled and composed, as she knew 
il would not he if he were aware who was within a few paces 
of him. She felt the strongest irxqiulse to show him her ring, 
—the strongest desire for his sympathy in its recovery : but 
an instant showed her the absurdity of the thought^ and she 
hung down her blushing head in the darkness. 

From Maria she had sympathy, such as it was ; — sympathy 
without any faith in Philip. She had from her also good news 
of the state of the village. There were recoveries talked of; 
iQid there would be more, now that those who were seized 
would no longer consider death inevitable. Mrs. Howell was 
ill ; and poor Miss Nares was down in the fever, which no 
one could wcmder at : but Mr. Jones and his son John were 
both out of danger, and the little Tuckers were likely to do 
well. Mr. James was already talking, of sending for his wife 
and sister-in-law home again, as the worst days of the 
disease seemed to be past, and so many families had not been 
attacked at all. It was too true that Matilda Rowland was 
unwell to-day ; but Mr. Walcot hoped it was only a slight 
feverish attack, which would be thought nothing of under any 
other circumstances. On the whole, Maria thought the neigh- 
bours she had seen to-day in better spirits than at anytime 
since the fever made its appearance. 

Margaret found more good news at home. In the first 
place, the door was opened to her by Morns. Hester stood 
behind to witness- the meeting. She had her boimet on : 
she was going witb her husband to see Mrs. Howell, and 
make some provision for her comfort : but she had waited 
a little while^ in hopes that Margaret would return, aad be 
duly astonished to see Morris. 

** Tou must make tea for each other^ and be comfortable 
while we are away," said Hester. ^ We will go now directly, 
^t we may be back as early as we can." 

** I have several things to tell you," said Margaret, *^ whe& 
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you return : and one now, brother, which must not be delay- 
ed. Piatt and his child are dead, and coffins must be sent 
The sooner the better, or we shall lose the poor woman too." 

Hope promised to speak to the undertaker as he went by. 

** We have become very familiar with death, Morris, since 
you went away," said Margaret, as she obliged her old friend 
to sit down by the fire, and prepared to make tea for both. 

" That is why you see me here. Miss Margaret, Every 
piece of news I could get of this place was worse than the 
last ; and I could perceive from your last letter, that you had 
sickness all about you ; and I could not persuade myself but 
that it was my duty to come and be useful, and to take care 
of you, my dear, if I may say so." 

" And now you are here, I trust you may stay, — I trust we 
may be justified in keeping you. We have meat every day 
now, Morris, — at least when we have time to cook it. Since 
my brother has been attending so many of Mr. Jones's family, 
we have had meat almost every day." 

" Indeed, my dear, I don't know how you could keep up 
without it, so busy as I find you are among the sick ; — busy 
night and day, my mistress tells me, till the people have got 
to call you * the good lady.' You do not look as if you had 
lost much of your natural rest : but I know how the mind 
keeps the body up. Yours is an earnest mind, Margaret, that 
will always keep you up : but, my dear, I do hope it has been 
an easy mind too. You will excuse my saying so." 

Margaret more than excused it, but she could not immedi* 
ately answer. The tears trembled in her eyes, and her lip 
quivered when she would have spoken. Morris stroked her 
hair, and kissed her forehead, as if she had been still a 
child, and whispered that all things ended well in Grod's own 
time. 

" O yes — I know," said Margaret. '* Has Hester told you 
how prosperous we are growing ? I do not mean only about 
money. We are likely to have enough of that too, for my 
brother's old patients have almost all sent for him again : but 
we care the less about that from having discovered that we 
were as happy with little money as widi much. But it is a 
satisfaction and pleasure to find my brother regarded more 
and more as he ought to be : and yet greater to see how nobly 
he deserves the best that can be thought of him." 

'* He forgives his enemies, no doubt, heaping coals of fire 
on their heads." 

" You will witness it, Morris. You will see him among 
them, and it will make your heart glow. Poox creatures! I 
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have heard some of them own to him, from their sick beds, 
with dread and tears, that they broke his windows, and slan- 
dered his name. Then you should see him smile when he 
tells them that is all over now, and that they will not mistake 
faim so much again." 

*• No, never. He has shown himself now, what he is." 

** He sat up two nights with one poor boy who is now 
likely to get through ; and in the middle of the second night, 
the boy's father got up from his sick bed in the next room, 
and came to my brother, to say that he felt that ill luck would 
be upon them all, if he did not confess that he put that very 
boy behind the hedge, with stones in his hand, to throw at 
Edward, the day he was mobbed at the almshouses. He was 
deluded by the neighbours, he said, into thinking that my bro- 
ther meant ill by the poor." 

" They have learned to the contrary now, my dear. And 
what does Sir William Hunter say of my master, now-a-days t 
Do you know ?" 

** There is very little heard of Sir William and Lady Hun- 
ter at present — shut up at home as they are. But Dr. Levitt, 
who loves to make peace, you know, and tell what is pleasant, 
declares that Sir William Hunter has certainly said that, after 
all, it does not so much signify which way a man votes at an 
election, if he shows a kind heart to his neighbours in trouble- 
some times." 

** Sir William Hunter has learned his lesson then, it seems, 
from this afflicticm. I suppose he sees that one who does his duty 
as my master does fit a season like this, is just the one to vote 
according to his conscience at an election. But, my dear, 
what sort of a heart have ^ese Hunters got, that they shut 
themselves up as you say 1** 

" They givcc their money freely : and that is all that we 
can expect from them. If they have always been brought up 
and accustomed to fear sickness^ and danger, and death, we 
cannot expect that they should lose their fear at a time like 
this. We must be thankful for what they give ; and their 
money has been of great service, though there is no doubt 
that their example would have been of more." 

" One would like to look into their minds, and see how they 
regard my master there." 

** They regard him, no doubt, so far rightly as to consider 
him quite a different sort of person from themselves, and no 
rule for them. _ So far they are right. They do not compre- 
hend his satisfactions and ease of mind ; and it is very likely 
that they have pleasures of their own which we do not un- 
derstand." 
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** And they are quite welcome, I am sure, my dearras long 
ts they do not meddle with my master's name. That is, as 
iie says, all over now. After this, however, the people in 
iOeerbrook will be more ready to trust in my master's skUl 
knd kindness than in Sir William Hunter's grandeur and 
money, which can do little to save them in time of need." 

Margaret explained )iow ignorantly the poor in thei. neigh- 
bourhood had relied on the fortune-tellers, who had only duped 
them ;--how that which would have been religion in them if 
they had been early taught, and which would have enabled, 
them to rely on the only power which really can save, had 
been degraded by ignorance into- a foolish and pernicious su- 

Eerstition. Morris hoped that this also was over now. She 
ad met some of these conjurers on the Blickley road ; and 
seen others breaking up their establishments in the lanes, aod 
turning their backs upon Deerbrook. Whether they were 
scared away by the mortality of the place, «or had found the 
tide of fortune-telling beginning to turn, mattered nothing ss 
lone; as they were gone. 

The tea-table was cleared, and Morris and Margaret were 
admiring the baby as he slept, when Hestor and her husband 
returned. Mrs. Howell was very unwell, and likely to^be 
worse. All attempts to bring Miss Miskin ta-reaaon, and in* 
duce her to enter her friend's room, were in vaui. She be- 
stowed abundance of tears, tremors, and foreboding on Mrs. 
Howell's state and prospects, but shut herself up in a fumi- 
gated apartment, where she promised to pray for a good re- 
sult, and to await it. The maid was a hearty lass who wodd 
sit up willingly, imder^ Hester's promise that she should be re- 
lieved in the morning. The girl's fear was ^f not being aUe 
to satisfy her mistress, whom it was not so easy to nurse as it 
■night have been, from her insisting on liaving every thing 
arranged precisely as it was in her poor dear Howell's last 
illness. As Miss Miskin had refused to enter the chambei^ 
Hester had been obliged to search a chest -of drawers for Mr. 
Howell's last dressing gown, whi<^ Miss Miskin had pi^om- 
ised should me mended and aired, and ready for wear by the 
morning. 

"Margaret!" cried Hester, as her sister was lighting her 
candle. The exclamation made Edward turn round, and 
brought back Morris into the parlour, after saying * Grood 
night ' " Margaret, your ring f' 

There was as much joy as shame in Margaret's crimson 
blush. She let her sister examine the turquoise, and said, 

'' YeSf this is the boon of to-day.^' 
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" Edward's hundred pounds has come," said Hester : ** but 
that is nothing to this.'^ 

Margaret's eyes thanked her. She just explained ths^t poor 
Piatt had been the thief, and had restored it to her before h^ 
died, and that she could get no explanation, no tidings of Hes- 
ter's watch ; and slie was gone. 

" Dr. Lie vitt's early stir about this ring prevented its being 
disposed of, I have lio doubt," said Edward. " If so, it is yet 

e)ssible that we may recover -your watch. I will speak to 
r. Levitt in the morning.." 

"Dear Margaret !" said Hester. " She is now drinking in 
the hue of that turquoise, and blessing it for being unchanged. 
She regards this recovery of it as a good omen, I see ; and far 
be it from us to mock at such a superstition !" 

As usual, when she was upon this subject, Hester looked 
up into her husband's face : and as usual, when she spoke on 
this subject, he made no reply. 



CHAPTER XX. . 

LATE HELIGION* 

A FEW days after Morris's return, she told Margaret that the 
tidings in the village of Miss Rowland's illness were not 
good. Mrs. Rowland was quite as sure as ever, that, if any 
body could cure Matilda, it was Mr. Walcot ; but Mr. Walcot 
himself looked anxious ; and a bed had been put up for him 
in the room next to the sick child. Margaret wondered why 
Mrs. Rowland did not send to Blickley for further advice ; but 
Morris thought that Mrs. Rowland would not give up her per-' 
feet faith in Mr. Walcot, if all her children should die before 
her face. 

When Morris had left the room, Margaret was absorbed in 
speculations, as she played with her sister's infant.-r-specula- 
tions on the little life of children, and on their death. Her 
memory followed Matilda through every circumstance in' 
which she had s^en her. The poor little girl's very attitude, 
voice, and words, — words full, alas ! of folly and vanity,— J- 
rose again upon her eye and ear, in immediate contrast with 
the image of death, and the solemnity of the life to come. la 
jthe midst of these thoughts came tears of shame ajad «A\£-t^« 

V* 
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proach; for another thought (how low ! how selfish 1) thnst 
itself in among them, — that she was secure for the present 
from Philip's departure, — ^that he would not leave Deerhrook 
while Matilda was in a critical state. As these tears rolled 
down her cheeksy the basby looked full in her face, and caii^ht 
the infection of grief. He hung his little lip, and looked so 
"foe- begone, that Margaret dashed away the signs of her sor- 
row, and spoke gaily to him ; and, as the sun shone in at the 
moment upon the lustres on the mantel-piece, she set the 
glass.drops in motion, and let the baby try to catch the bright 
oolour that danced upon the walls and ceiling. At this mo- 
ment, Hester burst in with a countenance of dismay. 

*^ Margaret, my husband has a head-ache t" 

A head-ache was no trifle in these days. 

" An3rthing more than a head-aohe ?" asked Margaret 
** No other feeling of illness ? There is nothing to wonder at 
in a mere head-ache. It is very surprising that he has not 
iiad it before, with all his toil and want of sleep. '* 

" He declares it is a trifle," said Hester r ** but I see he can 
hardly hold up. What shall I do ?" 

<' Make him lie 'down and rest, and let me go to Mrs. How- 
ell instead of you. She will be a little disappointed ; but that 
cannot be helped. She mOst put up with my services to-day. 
— Now, do not frighten yourself, as if no one ever had a head- 
ache without having a fever." 

*^ I shall desire Morris to let no one in ; and to bring no 
messages to her master while his head-ache lasts." 

** Very right. I will tell her as I go for my bonnet. One 
more kiss before! go, baby. — Do not wait tea for me, Hester. 
I cannot say when I shall be back." 

Margaret had been gone to Mrs. Howell's about an hocff 
and a half, when there was a loud and hasty knock at the door 
^ the comer-house. It roused Hope from a doze into which 
he had just fallen, and provoked Hester accordingly. There 
was a parley between Morris and somebody in the hall ; and 
presently a voice was heard calling loudly upon Mr. Hope. 
Hester could not prevent her husband from springing from 
the bed, and going out upon the stairs. Mr. Rowland wa8 
already half way -up, looking almost beside himself with grief. 

" You must excuse me, Mr. Hoper— you must not judge me 
hardly; — ^ifyou are ill, I am sorry, sir; but. sir, my child i« 
dying. We fear she is dying, sir ; and you must come, arid 
9ee if anythii^ can^save her. — I shall never forgive myself 
for going on as we have been doing. She has been aacrificed, 
^^edrly sacrificed, I fear.** 
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Nay, Mr. Rowland^ I must comfort you there," said Hope, 
as they walked rapidly along the street. ^ I have had occa- 
sion to see a great deal of Mr. Walcot and his professional 
oonducty in the cour<» of the last few weeks: and I am cer. 
tain that he has a very competent knowledge of his business. 
^ I assure you he ^shows more talent,, more power- altogether, in 
his professional than his unprofessional conduct ; and in this 
particular disease he has now had much experience." 

** God bless you for saying so, my dear sir ! It is like you, — 
always generous, «^ways just and kind ! YoU must forgive us, 
Mr. Hope. At a time like this < you must overlook all causes 
of offence. They are very great^ I know; but you will not 
visit them upon us now." 

"We have only to do with the present now," wdd Hope. 
"Not a word about the past^ I entreat you." 

Mrs. Rowland, to.<iay reckless of everything but her child, 
^was standing out on the steps, watching, as for the last hope 
for her Matilda. 

"She is much worse, Mr. Hope; suddenly and alarmingly 
/worse. This way : follow me." 

Hope would speak with Mr. Walcot firist. As he entered 
the study, to await Mr. Walcot^ Philip passed out. They did 
^not speak. 

** O Philip ! speak to Mr. Hope !" cried Mrs. Rowland. 
*• For Grod's sake, do not do anything to offend -him now !" 

"I will do every thing in my power, madam, to save 
your child," said Hope. " Do not fear that the conduct of 
her relations will be allowed to injure her." 

" My love," said Mr, Rowland, **^r. Hope came from a 
sick bed to help us. D9 not distrust him. Indeed he de- 
serves better from us." 

" Pray forgive me," said the miserable mother. "I do not 
' nv^ell know what I am saying. But I will atone for all if you 
save my child." 

" PrisCilliBi !" cried her brother, from the door- way, against 
which he was leaning. His tone of wonder was lost as WaU 
cot entered, and the study wjw left f6r the^ conference of 
the medical men. 

As the gentlemen went up^stairs to Matilda's room, they 
saw one child here, rand anothet there, peeping about, in si- 
lence and dismay. As Hope put his hand-on^-^^e head of one 
in passing, Mr Rowland said, 

. " There is a carriage coming for then| presently, to take 
&em away. Anna and George are now with Miss Young, 
and she will take them all away. She is very ^<yi\ b^s^ \. 
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knew wo might depend upon her, — upon her heart and her 
forgiveness. Ah! you hear the poor child's voice. Tliat 
shows you the way." 

Matilda was wandering, and, for the momemt, talking very 
loud. Something about grandmama seeing her dance, and, 
''when I am married," struck the ear as Hope entered her 
chamber, and entirely overset the mother. Matilda was soon 
in a stupor again. 

It was impossible to hold out much prospect of her recov- 
ery. It was painful to every one to hear how Mrjs. Rowland 
attempted to bribe Mr. Hope, by promises to do him justice, to 
exert himself to the utmost in Matilda's behalf. He turned 
away from her, again and again, with a disgust which his com. 
passion could scarcely restrain. Philip was so far roused by 
the few words which had been let drop below-stairs, as to 
choose to hear what passed now, in the ante-chamber to the 
patient V room. It was he who decidedly interposed at last. 
He sent his brother-in-law to Matilda's bedside, dismissed Mr. 
Walcot from the room, and then said,. 

" A very few minutes will suffice, I believe, sister, to re- 
lieve your mind ; and they will be well spent. Tell us what 
you mean by what you have been saying so often within this 
quarter of an hour. As you hope in heaven, — as you (jare to 
ask God to spare your child, tell us the extent to which you 
feel that you have injured Mr. Hope." 

Hope sank down into the window. seat, by which he had 
been standing. He thought the whole story of his love was 
now coming out. He waited for the first words as for a thun- 
der.clap. The first words were, 

** O Philip ! I am the most wretched woman living ! I 
never saw it so strongly before ; I believe I did it with an idea 
of good to you; but I burned a letter of Margaret's to you." 

"What letter? When?" 

** The day you left us last, — ^the day you were in the shrub- 
bery all the morning, — ^the day the children found the shav- 
ings burnt." 

** What was hi the letter? Pid you read it ?" 

«* No : I dared not." 

" TVhat made you bum it ?" 

"I was afraid you would go to her, and that your engage- 
ment would come on again." 

**Then what you told me, — what made me break it ofl^ — 
could not have been true." 

** No, it was not,— not all true." 

** What was true, and what was not?" 
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Mrs.' Rowland did not answer, but looked timidly at Mr. 
^Hope. Now was the moment for him to speak. 

" It was true,"* said he, ** that at the very beginning of my 
acquaintance with Hester and Margaret, I preferred Marga- 
ret, — and that my family discerned that I did, — as true as that 
"blester has long been the beloved of my heart,— beloved as, — 
but I cannot speak of my wiGs, of my home, in the hearing of 
one who has endeavoured to profane both. AIM need say 
is, that neither Hester nor Margaret ever knew where my 
first transient fancy lighted, while they both know, — ^know as 
they know their own hearts, — where it is fixed. It is not true 
that Margaret ever loved any one but you, Enderby ; and Mrs. 
'Rowland cannot truly say that she ever did." 

** What was it then that Margaret con^ded to myjaaother"?** 
asked Enderby, turning to his sister. 

^*I cannot tell what possessed me at the time to say so, but 
that I thought I was doing the best for your happiness, — ^but, 
•'— but, — Philip, I really believe now, that Margaret never did 
love any one but you. I know nothing^o the^^contrary.*' 

"But my mother?" 

** Slie knew very little of any troubles in Mr. Hope's fam- 
ily ; and — and what^she did hear was all from me.'* 

" Do you mean that all you told me of Margaret's confiden- 
ces to my mother .was false ?" 

There was no answer; but Mrs. llowland's pale cheeks 
grew paler. 

*^ O God ! what can Margaret have thought of me all this 
time !" cried Philip. 

** I can tell you what she has thought, I believe," said Hope. 
** Her brother and sister have read her innocent mind, as you 
yourself might have done, ifv your faith in herhadJ[)ee& what 
she deserved. She has^believed that you loved her, and that 
you love her still. She has believed that someone— that Mrs. 
Rowland traduced her to you: and in her generosity, she 
blames you for nothing but that 3rou would not see and hear 
her, — that you^went away on the receipt vof het letter,— of that 
letter which it now appears you never saw." 

"Where is she?" cried Enderby, striding^^to'the^or. 

" She is not at home. You cannot find her at thisfnoment : 
and if you could, you must hear me first You remember the 
caution I gave you when we last converseid, — ^in the abbey, and 
figain in the meadows." 

"I do ; and will observe it now." 
^You remember that she is unaware ....." 
' « That you ev eg that that interview, with' Mrs* Gre^ 



eter took pbce ? ShednH neivr kam it firamme. It is one 
of tiiose i^cis whiA haie ceased to exk^ — wliicli is absohitelj 
dead^ and sbocud be baried in obL^riofi. Too hear, Priscillar 

She bowed ber bead. 

'^ Too believe that . . ." 

**Sa7 DO more, brother. Do not faunriile me fiulfaer. I 
win make what refttraticai I caiv — indeed I wilV— and then 
perhaps God wHl spare my chDd." 

** Hope's passing rellectioQ was. ^ How alike is die soper- 
stttion of theigDorant and of thcwicked! Mypoorneig^iboiiis 
■iBaling to the ooojurer's tent in the lane, and this wretched 
lady, hope alike to bribe Heaven in their extiemitj, — they by 
giib and rites, and she by remorse and rqiaratioo. How di^ 
tsreat firom the fiuth which says * Not as I wiii, hot as thoa 
wikr'' 

«" Where is Margaret! Will you tell mef asked Ender. 
by, impatiently. ** But before I see her, I ought to ask for* 
ffireness from you, Hope. Too find how cruelly I haye been 
deceired, — by what incredible fidsehood .... Bnt," glaiic. 
ing at his pale sister, ** we will speak no more of that U, in 
the midst of all this error and wretchedness, I have hurt your 
feelings more than my false persuasions rendered necessary, I 
hope you will forgive me." 

'* And me ! Will you forgive me f asked Mrs. Rowland, 
&intly. 

^ There is nothing to pardon in you." said Hope to Philip. 
** Tour belief of what your own sister told you in so much de- 
tail can scarcely be called a weakness ; aiKi you did and said 
nothing to me that wa» not warranted by what you believed. 
—•And I forgive you, madam. I will do what I can to relieve 
vour present affliction ; and, as long as you attempt no fiirther 
injustice towards my fiimily, no word shall be spoken by any of 
us to remind you of what is past." 

** You are very good, Mr. Hope." 

•* I tell you plainly," he resumed, « that you cannot injure as 
beyond a certain point You caanot make it goodness in us 
to forget what is past. It is of far less consequence to us 
what you and others think of us than what we think of our 
neighbours. Our chief sorrow has been the spectacle of your- 
self in your dealings with us. We shall be thankful to be re- 
minded of it no more. And now, enough of this." 
^ •* Where i* Margaret?" again asked Enderby, as if in des- 
pair of an answer. 

^< She is nursing IMrs. Howell. As soon as I have seen this 
poor child again, I will go home, and take care that Margaret 
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is prepared to see you. Remember how great the surprise, the 
mystery must be to her." 

**If the surprise were all . . . ." said Philip — "But will 
she hear me ? Will she forgive me ? Will she trust me ?" 

** Was there ever a woman who really loved who would not 
hear, would not forgive, would not trust ?" said Hope, smil- 
ing. " I must not answer for Margaret ; but I think I may 
answer for woman in the abstract." 

" I will follow you in an hour, Hope." 

"Do so. Now, madam." 

And Hope followed Mrs. Rowland again to the bedside of 
her dying child. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

BEST OF THE PLACABLE. 

Margaret was not at Mrs. Howell's, at the moment that 
her brother believed and said she was. She had been there 
just in time to witness the poor woman's departure ; and she 
was soon home again, and relating the circumstances to Hes. 
ter, by the fire-side. Even the news that Edward was now in 
the same house with Philip, could not efface from her mind 
what she had seen ; nor could Hester help listening, though 
full of anxiety about her husband. 

" Miss Miskin was prevailed upon to leave her room at the 
last, I suppose ?" 

"Scarcely. Poor Nanny was supporting her mistress's 
head when I went in ; and she said, with tears, that there 
was no depending on any one but us. They both looked glad 
enough to see me : but then, nothing would satisfy Mrs Howell 
but that I should warm myself, and be seated." 

" To the last ! and she offered you some cherry-bounce, I 
suppose." 

" Yes ; just as usual. Then she told me that it would be 
as well to mention now, in case she should grow worse, and 
be in any danger, that she should be gratified if you and I 
would select each a rug or screen pattern from her stock, an^ 
worsteds to work it with : and she gave a broad hint that 
there was one with a mausoleum and two weeping willows, 
which she hoped one of us would choose ; and that perhaps 
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her nacae mq^ht fill up the space on the tomb. Pdor Nanny 
began to cry ; and this afiected Mrs. Howell ; and she begged 
earnestly to see Miss Miskin." 

** And then she came, I suppose^*^ 

** Not she ! She would not come till her friend aent a mes- 
sage threatening to haunt her if she did not*'' 

** Did you carry the message ?*^ 

*<No ; but Nanny did: and^ I thou^t, with hearty good^ 
will. Miss Miskin came trembling, but too much frightened 
to cry. She would not approach nearer than the door-way,- 
and there fell down on her knees, and so remained the whole 
time she was receiving directions about the shop and the stock,^ 
— ^in case,' as the poor soul again said, > of my gettiqg worse, 
so as to be in any danger.' And yet Dr. Levitt thought he 
had told her plainly enough, what he thought of her state this 
morning.*' 

<< And was she aware at last ? or did she go off uncon- 
sciously ?" ' 

^* I think she was aware ; I think so from her last words, — 
< O my poor dear Howell !' I sat behind the curtain while she 
was speaking to Miss MIskiD,-^H3ometimes so faintly that 
Nanny had to repeat her words, to make them heard as fax 
as the doori " 

*' That selfish wretch, — Miss Miskin !" 

" It was very moving, I assure you, to hefur not one word of 
reproach, or even notice of Miss Miskin's desertion in this ill* 
ness. What was said was common-place enough ; but every 
word was kind. I have it alf. I took it down with my pen* 
cil, behind the curtain ; for I was sure Miss Miskin would 
never remember it. Mrs. Howell went on till she came to 
directions about the bullfinch that her poor dear Howell used 
to laugh to see perched upon her nightcap of a morning ; and 
then she grew unintelligible. I thought she was only fainting ; 
but while we were trying to revive her, Nanny said she wa» 
going. Miss Miskin drew back into the passage, shut the 
door, and made her escape. Her friend looked that way 
once morOr and said that we had all been very good to her. 
She mentioned her husband, as I told you, and then died verf 
quietly." 

** Miss Miskin knows, of course." 

^* I told her, and did not pretend to feel much sympathy in^ 
her lamentations. I told her she had lost a friend, who would 
have watched over her, I believed, till her last breathy if she 
had been the one attacked by the feverJ' 

" What did she say ?'' 
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"She exclaimed a great deal about how good we all were, 
and wondered what Deerbrook would have done without us : 
and said she was sure I was too kind to think of leaving her 
in the house with the corpse, with only Nanny. When I de- 
clined passing the night there, she comforted herself with 
thinking aloud that her friend would not haunt her,— -certainly 
would not haunt her — as she had gone to her room at last. 
Her final question was, how soon I thought it likely that she 
should feel the fever coming on, in case of her having caught 
it, after all, by going into the room." 

*' What an end to a sentimental friendship of so many 
years !" 

". I rather expect to hear in the morning that she has taken 
refuge in some neighbour's house, and left Nanny alone with 
the corpse to-night." 

" My husband's knock !" Tcried Hester, starting up. " How 
is your head-ache, love ?" asked she anxiously, as she met him 
at the room door. 

" Gone, quite gone," he replied. " I must step down into 
the surgery for a minute, about this poor little girl's medi- 
cine; and then I have a great deal to tell you." 

The sisters sat in perfect silence till his return. 

*< Matilda ?" said Margaret, looking up at her brother. 

" She is very ill ;— not likely to be better." 

** And poor Mrs. Howell is gone," said Hester. " What a 
sweep it is ! Did you hear, love ? Mrs. Howell is dead." 

'< I hear. It is a terrible dest^iction that we have witness- 
ed. But I trust it is nearly over. I know of only one or two 
cases of danger now, besides this little girl's. Poor Matilda ! 
But we have little thought to spare, even for her, to-night. If 
I did not know that Mai^aret is ready for whatever may be- 
tide," he continued, fixing his benevolent gaze upon her, ^ and 
if, moreover, I were not afraid that some one would be coming 
to tell my news if I do not get it out at once, I should hesitate 
about saying what I have to say." 

** Philip has been explaining He is coming,*' said 

Margaret, with such calmness as she could command. 

** Enderby is comiiig ; and some one else, whose explana- 
tions are more to the ^ purpose, has been explaining. Mrs. 
Rowland, alarmed and shaken by her misery, has been ac- 
knowledging' the whole series of falsehoods by which she 
persuaded, convinced her brother that you did not love him,! — 
that you were, in fact, attached elsewhere. I see how angry 
you are, Hester. I see you asking in your own mind how 
Enderby could be thus deluded,— how he could trust his slater 
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rather than Margaret^ — ^how I can speak of him as desendng 
to have her afler all .this. Your questions are reasonaUe 
enough, love, and yet they cannot he answered. Your doubts 
of Bnderby are reasonable enough ; and yet I declare to you 
that he is in my eyes almost, if not quite, blameless." 

^ Thank you, brother!" said Margaret, looking up with 
4wimming eyes. 

** There is one great point to be settled," resumed Hope : 
** and that is, whether you will both be content to bury in 
silence the subject of this quarrel, from this hour, relying upon 
my testimony and Mrs. Rowland's." , 

'* O, Edward, do not put your name and hers together !" 

*'For Enderby's justification, and for Margaret's sake, my 
name shall be joined with the archfiend's, if necessary, my love. 
You must, as I was saying, rely upon the testimony of those who 
know the whole, that Enderby's conduct throughout hEis been, 
if not the very wisest and best, perfectly natural, and consis- 
tent with the love for Margaret which he has cherished to 
this hour." 

*• I knew it," murmured Margaret. 

** He will himself disclose as much as he thinks proper, 
when he comes : but he comes full of fear and doubt about 
his reception." 

Margaret hung her head, feeling that it was well she was 
reminded what reason there was for his coming with doubt 
and trembling in his heart. 

** As he comes full of fear and doubt," resumed Hope, " I 
must tell you first that he hever received your last letter, 
Margaret. He thought you would not answer his. He thought 
you took him at his word about not attempting explanation." 

*• What an unhappy accident !" cried Hester. ** Who 
carried that letter ? How did it happen ?" 

" It was no accident, my dear. Mrs. Rowland burned that 
letter." 

Margaret covered her face with her hands ; then, suddenly 
looking up, she cried — 

"Didshereaditr 

**No. She says she dared not. Why, Margaret, you 
seem sorry that she did not ! You think it would have cleared 
you. I have no doubt she thought so too ; and that that was 
the reason why she averted her eyes from it. Yes, it was a 
cruel injury, Margaret. Can you forgive it, do you think T 

"Not to-night," said Hester. "Do not ask it of her 
to-night." 

" I believe I may ask it at this very moment. Th6 happy 
can forgive. Is it not ao,MaTgEkt^\.Y' 
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•* For myself I could and I do, brother. I would go now 
and nurse her child, and comfort her. But . . . ." 

** But you cannot forgive the wretchedness she has caused 
to Philip, Well, if you each forgive her for your own part, 
there is t chance that she may yet lift up her humbled head.** 

" What possessed her to hate us so t" said Hester. 

" Her hatred iff us is the result of long habits of ill will, 
of selfish pride, and of low pertinacity about small objects. 
That is the way in which I account for it all. She disliked 
you first for your connexion with the Greys ; and then she 
disliked me for my connexion with you. She nourished up all 
her personal feelings into an opposition to us and our doings ; 
and when she had done this, and found her own only brother 
going over to the enemy, as she regarded it, her dislike grew 
into a passion of hatred. Under the influence of this pas- 
sion, she has been led on to say and to do more and more 
that would suit her purposes, till she has found herself sunk 
in an abyss of guilt. I really believe she was not fully aware 
of her situation, till her misery of to. day revealed it to her !'* 

" Poor thing !" said Margaret. *• Is there nothing we can 
do to help her ?" 

" We will ask Enderby. I take hers to be no uncommon 
case. The dislikes of low and selfish minds generally bear 
very much the character of hers, though they may not be 
pampered by circumstances into such a luxuriance as in this 
ccute. In a city, Mrs. Rowland might have been an ordinary 
spiteful fine lady. In such a place as Deerbrook, and with a 
family of rivals' cousins incessantly before her eyes, to exer- 
cise her passions upon, she has ended in being . • . •" 

** What she is," said Margaret, as Hope stopped for a word. 

" Margaret is less surprised than you expected, is she not ?" 
said Hester. "You did not suppose that she would sit and 
listen as she does to your analysis of Mrs. Rowland. But if 
the truth were known, she carries a prophecy about her on 
her finger. I have no doubt she has been expecting this very 
news ever since she recovered her ring. Yes or no» 
Margaret?" 

" 1 should rather say she has carried a prophecy in her 
heart all these long months," said Hope, "of which that on 
her finger is only the symbol." 

"However it may be," said Hester, "it has prepared a 
reception for Mr. Enderby. There is no resistmg a pro- 
phesy. What is written is written." 

" I must hear him, you know," said Margaret, gently. 

" You must ; and you must hear him favourably," said her 
brother. 
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^< I had forgotten/' said Hester, ringing the bell. " Morris, 
a good fire in the breakfast-room, immediately." 

Within the hour, Philip and Margaret were by that fire- 
side, finally wedded in heart and souL It was astonishing 
how little explanation was needed when Marga^t had once 
been told, in addition to the fact of her letter having been 
destroyed, that she was declared to have made Mrs. Endeiby 
the depository of her confidence about a prior attachment 
There was, however, as much to relate as there was little to 
explain. How Enderby's heart burned within him, when, in 
sporting with the idea of a pirior attachment, it came out what 
Margaret had felt at the moment of his intrusion upon the 
conference with Hope, of which he had since, as at the time, 
been so jealous ! the amusement on her own party and the 
joy on Hester's, which she was trying to conceal b^ her down* 
cast looks ! How his soul melted within him when she owned 
her momentary regret at being saved from under the ice, and 
the consolation and stimulus she had derived from her bro- 
ther's expression of afl^tian for her on the spot ! How clear, 
how true a refutation were these revealings of the imputa- 
tions that had been cast upon her ! and how strangely had 
the facts been distorted by a prejudiced* imagination ! How 
sweet in the telling was the story of the ring, so sad in the 
experience! and the recountings of the times that they had 
seen each other of late. . Philip had caught more glimpses 
than she. He came down, — ^he dared not say to watch over 
her in thjus time of sickness, — ^but because he coi)ld not stay 
away when he heard of the condition of Deerbrook. But for 
this sickness would they have met, — should they ever have 
understood each other again ? This was a speculation on 
which they could not dwell,— it led them too near the verge 
of the grave which was yawning for Matilda. Mrs. Row- 
land would have been relieved, but the relief would have been 
not unmixed with humiliation, if she could have known how 
easily she was let off in this long conference. Not only can 
the happy easily forgive, but they are exceedingly apt to for- 
get the causes and the history of their woes ; and the 
wretched lady who, in the midst of her grief and terror for 
her child, trembled at home at thQ image of the lovers she 
had injured, was, to those lovers in their happiness, much as 
if she had never existed, 

" Mrs. Howell !" said Margaret, hearing her sister men- 
tion their departed neighbour, after Philip was gore. ** Is it 
possible that it was this very afteipoon that I saw that poor 
woman die?" 
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** Even so, dear. How many days, or months, or yearsy 
have you lived since ? A whole age of bliss, Margaret r ' 
Margaret's blush said " Yes.'^ 



CHAPTER XXII. 

DEERBBOOK IN SUNSHINE. 

On the first news of the fever being gone, the Greys 
returned to Deerbrook, and Dr. Levitt's family soon followed* 
The place wore a strange appearance to those who had been 
absent for some time. Large patches of grass overspread 
the main street, and cows might have pastured on th^ thatch 
of some of the cottages, while the once green church-yard 
looked brown and bare from .the number of new graves 
crowded in among the old ones. In many a court were the 
spring flowers running wild over the weedy borders, for want 
of hands to tend them ; and the birds built in many a chim* 
ney from which, the blue Smoke had been wont to rise in the 
morning air. Sophia and her sisters noted these things as 
they walked through the place on the morning after their 
arrival, while their father' was engaged in inspecting the 
parish register, to learn how many of his neighbours were 
gone, and their mother was paying her visit of condolence 
to Mrs. Rowland. 

Fanny and Mary were much impressed this day with Ma- 
tilda's death They had first wondered, and then wept, when 
they heard of it at a distance : andloiow, when once more on the 
spot where they had seen her daily, and had hourly criticised 
her looks, her sayings, and doings, they were under a strong 
sense of the meanness and frivolity of their talk, and the un- . 
kindness of their feelings about one whose faults could hardly 
be called her own, and who might now, they supposed, be living 
cuid moving m scenes and amid circumstances whose solemnity 
and importance put to shame the petty intercourse they 
had carried on with her hfere. Both resolved in their hearts 
that if Anna Rowland should praise her own dancing, and flat- 
ten her back before she spoke, and talk often of the time when 
she should be married, they would let all pass, and not tell ma- 
ma or Sophia, or exchange satirical looks with each other. 
They remembered now that Matilda had done good and kind 
things which had been disregarded at the time ^en they were 
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bent on ridicnliiig her. It was just- hereabouts that she took 
fff her worsted gloves, One bitter day in the winter, and put 
^em on the hands of her little brother who was crying with 
cold ; and it was by yonder comer that she directed a stran^ 
ger gentleman ipto the right road so prettily that he looked 
after her as she walked away, and said she would be the pride 
of the place some day. — Alas ! there she lay, — in the vault 
under the church, and she would be no oofe's pride in this world, 
tezcept in her poor mother's heart. 

" There is somebody not in mourning," cried Fanny ; ^*the 
very first besides my cousins that^we have seen to-day. 0,it 
is Mrs. James ! Shall we not sp^ak to her t" 

Mrs. James seemed warmed out of her usual indifference. 
She shook hands almost affectionately with Sophia. The 
ncieeting of acquaintances who find themselves alive after a 
pestilence is unlike any other kind of meeting : it animates the 
most indifferent, and almost makes friends of enemies. While 
Mrs. James and Sophia were making mutual inquiries, Mary 
called Fanny's attention to what was to be seen opposite. 
There was a glittering row of large, freshly-gilt letters, — « Mis. 
kin late Howell, Haberdasber,^ &c." Miss Miskin in the deep* 
est mourning, with a countenance trained to melancholy, was 
peeping through the ribbons and handkerchief which veiled her 
window, to see whether the Miss Greys were on their way to 
her or not. Sophia would not have been able to resist going 
in, but that, on parting from Mrs. James, she saw the true ob- 
ject of her morning walk approaching in the person of Mr. 
Walcot. Her intention had been to meet him in his roundsf 
and here he was. 

If Mrs. James had been almost affectionate, what was Mr. 
Walcot ? He had really gone through a great deal of anxiety 
and suffering' lately, and his heart was Very soft and tender just 
now. He turned about, and walked with Sophia, — ^walked a 
mile out into the country by her side, and neither seemed to 
have any thought of turning back, till Fanny reminded her sis- 
ter how long mama would have been kept waiting for her, to go 
and call on the Levitts. The conversation had been in an un» 
dervoice, all the way out and back ; but, when the parting was 
to take place, when Mr. Walcot waa4o leave them in the out* 
skirts of the village, the little girls heard a few words \i^ch 
tbrew some light on what had been passing. They cauglH 
from Sophia, << I must consult my parents ;" and as they hur* 
ned homewarda with her, Ihey ventured to cast up a glance of 
drpU meaning into her face w\tt.di tnaA© \jet Vrj NaV^^ ^xsiStk&sij, 
sad to speak sharfdy ; aoi tHaan X\iej \aiBv >iDBX ^^^ \fl^ 
gQeaaed the truth. 
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Mr. Grey made his call upon his cousins that evening. He 
requested some private conversation with Hope. His object 
was to learn Hope's opinion of Mr. Waleot, as he had seen 
him of late under very trying circumstances ; and, if this 
opinion should be sufficiently favourable to warrant the propo^ 
sition, to open the subject of a partnership,— -e partnership in 
which, as was fair, Mr. Walcot should have a small share at 
present of the income, and a large proportion of the labour,-^ 
which was all that the young roan, under the effect of his recent 
terrors, and of his veneration for Mr. Hope, wished or desired. 
He had declared that if he could obtain his beloved Sophia, and 
be permitted to rely on Mr. Hope as his partner and friend, - he 
should be the happiest man alive; and he was ccmfident that 
his parents would consider him a most fortunate youth to be 
received, at his outset into life, into such a family as Mr. Grey's, 
and under the professional guidance of such a practitioner and 
such a man as Mr. Hop6. 

There seemed to be every probability of his becoming the 
happiest man alive ; for the Greys were clearly well disposed 
towards him, and Mr. Hope had nothing to say of him which 
could hurt their feelings. He repeated what he had declared 
to Mr. Rowland,— ^that Mr. Walcot's energies seemed to be 
concentrated in the practice of his profession, and that his pro* 
fessional knowledge-appeared 4o be sufficient. There was no 
doubt of his kindness of heart ^ and, though it could not be ex- 
pected of. him that he would ever make a striking figui^ in the 
world, yet he might sustain a fair portion of respectability and 
usefulness in a country station.— As to the partners^hip, no 
difi^culty arose. Mr, Grey frankly explained that present in« 
oome was far less of an ol^ect than to have his daughter set* 
tied beside her parents, and his son*in-law usefully and honour* 
ably occupied. Sophia would have enough money to make 
Walcot's incoMe an affair of inferior consideration. If he 
should deserve an increase by and by, it would be all very well. 
If not, the young people must get on without. Anything was 
better than sending the young man away to establish himself 
in a new place, with no happier prospects to Sophia's family 
than that of parting with her to a distance at last. 

It did not require many^days to complete the arrangements* 
Hester wa? at first a little vexed, but on the whole much more 
amused, at the idea of her husband having Mr. Walcot for a 
partner : and she soon saw the advanti^ of his being spared 
many a long country riden and many a visit at inconvetivscLt ^»a^ 
sons, hy his junior being at hand. SVve TwaAfc no «dtoiaN»sfi«s^^^ 
jection, and invited Mr. Walcot to flo© \ko\3a» ^V>si ^ ^^^^ ^^^- 
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ality. The youDg man'd gratitude and devotion knew no 
bounds ; and the only trouble Hope felt in the business was the 
awkwardness of checking his expressions of thankfulness. 

When the announcement of the double arrangement was to 
be made, Mrs. Grey could not resist going herself to Mrs. Row- 
land ; and Sophia was sorry that she could not be present too, 
to see how the lady would receive the news of a third gentle- 
man marrying into the Greys' connection so decidedly. But 
Mr. Grey took care to enlighten his partner on the matter 
some hours before ; so that Mrs. Rowland was prepared. She 
persuaded herself that she was very apathetic, — ^that she had 
no feelings left for the afiairs of life, — ^that her interests were 
all buried in the tomb of her own Matilda. Mrs. Grey had 
therefore nothing in particular to tell Sophia when she returned 
from paying the visit. 

In exchange for the news, Sir William and Lady Hunter 
sent back their congratulations, and a very gracious and exten- 
sive invitation to dinner. Finding that Mrs. Rowland's bro- 
ther was really, with the approbation of his family, going to 
marry Mrs. Hope's sister, and that Mrs. Rowland's prot6g6 
was entering into partnership with Mr. Hope himself, they 
thought it the right time to give their sanction to the reconcilia- 
tions which wore making place, by being civil to all the parties 
round. So Lady Hunter came in state to Deerbrook, one fine 
day, made all due apologies, and invited to dinner the whole 
connexion. Mrs. BLowland could not go, of course : and Mar- 
garet declined ; but all the rest went. Margaret was on the 
eve of her marriage, and she preferred ooe iirore evening with 
Maria^ to a visit of ceremony. She begged Philip to go, as his 
sister could not ; and he obeyed with a good grace, grudging 
the loss of a sweet spring evening over Sir William Hunter's 
dinner table the less, that he knew Margaret and Maria were 
making the best use of it together. 

Once nK>re the friends sat in the summer-house, by the 
\rindow, whence they loved to k)ok abroad upon meadow, 
wood, and stream. Here they had studied together, and cher- 
ished each other : here they had eagerly imparted a multitude 
of thoughts, and carefully concealed a few: Here they were 
now conversing together for the last time before their ap- 
proaching separation. Maria sighed often, as she well might; 
and when Margaret looked abroad upon the bean-setters in 
the distant field, and listened to the bleat of the lambs which 
came up from the pastures, 'and a^ax^ of the acent of thehya* 
clnths occasionally wafted in {romipoot"M.a\M^^\i^\^s^xsi^ 
ffower-pots, she sighed too. ' 
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'* You must take some of our hyacinths with you to Londoiv 
and see whether they will not blossom there," said Maria, an- 
swering to her friend's thought. 

'* I hardly know whether there would be most pain or 
pleasure in seeing plants sprout and then wither in the little 
balcony c^ a bdck drawing-room, which overlooks gables or 
stables, instead of these delicious green meadows." 

** How fond you were, two years ago, of imagining the bliss 
of living always in sight of this very landscape ! Yet it has 
yielded already to the back drawing-room, with a prospect- of 
stables and gables." 

** We shall come and look upon your woods sometimes, you 
know. I and not bidding good bye to this place, or to you. 
God forbid !" 

<' Now tell me, Margaret," said Maria, after a pause : '^ tell 
me when you are to be married." 

** That is what I was just about to do. We go on Tues* 
day." 

** Indeed ! in three days ! But why should it not be so ? It 
la a weary time since you promised first." 

** A year ago, there were reasons, as Philip admits now, why 
I could not leave Hester and Edward. There are no such rea* 
sons now. They are prosperous : their days of struggle, when 
they wanted me, — my head, my hands, my little income, — are 
past Edward's practice has come back to him, with increase 
for Mr. Walcot There is iK>thing more to fear for them." 

** You have done your duty by them : now ..." 

" Jkfy duty ! What has it been to theirs ? O, Maria ! what 
a spectacle has that been 1 When I think how they have 
^ overcome-evil with good,' how they have endured, how for- 
given, how toiled and watched on their enemies' behalf, till 
they have ruled all the minds, and touched all the hearts of 
friends and foes for miles round, I think theirs the most gra- 
cious piece of tribulation that ever befel. At home, — O, even 
you do not know what a home it is !" 

Nor was Market herself aware what that home was now. / 
She saw how Edward had there too * overcome evil with good,' 
— ^how he had permanently established Hester in her highest 
moods of mind, strengthened her to conquer the one unhappy 
tendency from which she had suffered through the whole of 
her life, and dispersed all storms from the dwelling wherein his 
child was to grow up : but she did not know half the extent of 
his victory, or the delight of its rewards. She knew nothing 
<^the secret shudder with which Yie\ooV<&^\siw^xiysa^5Bift ^o^ 
taDglement, the peril, the suffering, \i^\»A ^ooa ^xo^^m|^*» ^^ 
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of the deep peace which had settled down upon his soul, now 
that the struggle was well past. She little imagined how, when 
all the world regarded him as an old married man, his was now, 
in truth, the soul of the lover ; how, from having at one time 
pitied, feared, recoiled from her with whom he had connected 
himself for life, he had risen, by dint of a religious discharge 
of duty towards her, from self-reproach and mere compassion, 
to patience, to hope, to interest, to admiration, to love, — ^love 
at last worthy of hers, — ^love which satisfied «ven Hester's im- 
perious affections, and set even her over-busy mind and heart 
at rest Little did Mai^ret imagine all this. There was but 
one beside Edward himself who knew it; and that one was 
Morris, who daily tkanked Grod that strength had been given 
according to the need. 

** There is but one person in the world, Maria,'' said her 
friend, *<on whose account I cannot help being anxious. I 
was faithless about Hester as long as it was possible to have an 
uneasy thought for her : and now I am afraid I shall sin in the 
same way about you«" 

** And why should you, Margaret? If I were without ob. 
ject, vidthout hope, without experience, without the power of 
self-rule, which such experience gives, you might well fear for 
me. But why now ? It is not reasonable towards the provi- 
dence under which we live ; it is not just to me." 

^ That is very true. But though it is not too much for 
your &ith that you are infirm and suffering in body, poor, so- 
litary, living by toil, without lov^, without prospect,— 4hough 
all this may not be too much for your faith, Maria, I own it is 
at times for mine." 

" Of all these evils, there is but one which is very hard to 
bear. I am solitary ; and the suffering from the sense of this 
is great. But what has been borne may be borne ; and this 
evil is precisely that which has been the peculiar trial of the 
greatest and best of their race^-or of those who have b^n re- 
cognized as such. You will not suppose that I try to flatter 
my pride with this thought ; or that the most insane pride 
could be a supp6rt under this kind of suffering. I mean only 
that there can be nothing morally fatal in a trial which many 
of the wisest and best have sustained." 

** But it is painful, — ^very painful." 

"For the mere pain, let it pass; and for the other cUsa- 

gremens of my lot, let us not dare to speak evil of them, lest we 

should be slandering my beat fti^nda. If infirmity, toil, pover- 

ty, and the foibles of people a\>o\i\. \ia %5\%o XoSsstXx^j \sa\\i^^- 

reliances God forbid that we sYiovAd. cp»xt^\ wJOa.^^o^V'' 
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<* But are you sure, quite sure, that you can stand the disci- 
pline ? that your nerves as well as your soul can endure ?" 

** Far from sure : but my peril is less than it was : and I 
have, therefore, every hope of victory at last. In my wilder- 
ness, some tempter or another comes at times when my heart 
is hungry, and my faith is fainting, and shows me such a lot 
as yours^ — all the sunny kingdoms of love and hope given into 
your hand, — apd then the desert of my lot looks dreary 
enough for the moment ; but then arises the very reasonable 
question, why we should demand that one lot should, in this 
exceedingly small section of our immortality, be as happy as 
another ; why we cannot each husband our life and means 
without wanting to be all equal. Let us bless Heaven for your 
lot, by all means ; but why, in the name of Providence, should 
mine be like it? Nay, Margaret, why these tears? For 
their sake I will tell you — and then we shall have talked quite 
enough about me — that you are no fair judge of my lot. You see 
me often, generally, in the midst of annoyance, and you do not 
(because no one can) look with the eye of my mind upon the 
future. If you could, for one day and night, feel with my feel- 
ings, and see through my eyes . • . ." 

" O that I could ! I should be the holier for ever afler !" 

" Nay, nay ! but if you could do this, you would know, from 
henceforth, that there are glimpses of heaven for me in soli- 
tude, as for you in love ;' and that it is almost as good to look 
forward without fear of chance or change, as with such a flut- 
ter of hope as is stirring in you now. — So much for the solita- 
ries of the earth, and because Providence should be justified 
of his children. — Now, when is this family meeting to take 
place in the corner-house ?" 

^ Frank hopes to land in August, and Anne, Mrs. Gilchrist, 
will meet him as soon as she can hear, in her bycorner of the 
world, of his arrival. The other sister is still abroad, and can- 
not come*. I hope Anne may be a friend to you, — an intimate* 
Judging by her brother's and her own letters,! think she must 
be worthy." 

** Thank you : but you are, and ever will be, my intimate. 
There can be no other. — We shall be oflen seeing you here." 

** Sometimes : and we shall have you with us." 

** No : I cannot come to London. I shall never leave this 
place again, I believe;. but you will be oflen coming to it. 
When that crowd of new graves in the church-yard shall be 
waxjng with grass, and those old woods look more ancient still, 
and the grown people of Deerbrook. \.e\\ ^^vt \>X^^ ^^^^ "^^ 
about the peatileoce that swept Ite p\Afie ^X ^^ ^^ ^^ "^^ 
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great scarcity, when they were childrent you and yours, and 
perhaps I, may sit, a knot of grey-headed friends, and hear over 
again about those good old days of ours, as we shall then call 
them.'* 

** And tell how there was an aged msui, who told us of his 
seeing the deer come down through the forest to drink at the 
brook. I should like to behold those future days." 

** And to remember whose &ce you saw in tl^ torch-light, at 
the time and place of your hearing the old man's tale. — ^Whose 
horse do I hear stopping at the stable ?" 

^* Itr is PhiMp's. He has galloped home before the rest," said 
Margaret, drawing back from the window, with the smile still 
upon her face. ** Now, Maria, before any one comes, tell me, 
—would you like to be \^ith me on Tuesday moniing or not ? 
Do as you like.** 

** I win com^, to be sure," said Maria, smiling. ^ And now, 
while there is any twilight left, go and give Mr. Enderby the 
walk in the shrubbery, that he galloped home for." 

Margaret kept Philip waiting while she lighted her friend's 
lamp, and its gleam shone from the window of the summer- 
^iiouse for long, while, talking of Maria, the lovers paced the . 
shrubbery, and let the twilight go. 
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